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WHEN THE WORLD SLEEPS 



CHAPTER I. 

" 'Tain't no nse, EUen^ to talk such things to 
me. Thet boy hes broke the law and he's got to 
pay fer it. Have yon evOT heai'd of me a-neglect- 
ing my dnty?^' 

The speaker rose, knocked the ashes from his 
pipe and sat down again as he fumbled in his 
pocket for a bag of tobacco. He smoothed his 
long, flowing beard with a frown, and looked 
keenly at his wife. 
^ "I know, pa," faltered the woman ; "I know you 

be always ready to do your duty, but don^t you 
think youVe worked hard enough now to take a 



o little rest from such as this. There ain't many 
fathers as would run down their own sons and 
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4 WHEN THE WORLD SLEEPS. 

put them in prison when they could just let the 
matter rest." 

Again the huge form of the sheriff, who was 
Luke Hardy, rose from the chair. A frown had ^ 
settled on his brow, and his face expressed his 
emotion. 

"Ma, hain't I allers told you never to inter- 
fere with my business, and hain't you allers said 
you wouldn't?" 

"I hev, pa, but this is my business, too. Dick 
is all the baby the Lord ever sent me, and I love 
him " 

"Better than you do me," put in the sheriff. ^ 

"No, not better, only different, pa; he is my 
own blood, my own heart, and, pa, if you takes 
him to jail I shall die." 

There was silence for a long time^ the only sign 
perceptible to the ear being the puffing of the 
sheriff's pipe. 

He loved this mother of his boy, and Heaven 
knew that the boy, too, was deeply held in his 
heart, but duty called him and he had never in 
all his life faltered. His son had committed a 
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Hcrime, and duty called him to hunt for the baby 
he had always been so proud of, now grown into 
;a man. And the sheriff knew what it meant 
iprhen he discovered Dick. Dick, with the curls, 
. the laughing face, the sweet boy who had been the 
pride of the village. Of course, the prison stared 
Mm in the face, and what was more the mother 
would die of a broken heart, and his lips twitched 
ais the thought of these things ran through his 
mind. For years, ever since he had been a boy, 
lie had' loved this woman. He had carried her 
dinner pail thrjough the snow and through the 
Tain, to the small country schoolhouse on the 
hill, and had later led her to the altar. Then had 
come the birth of the boy, little Dick, and for 
years he had done his duty without a swerve from 
the right, but now a new one faced him— one so 
terrible, so near his heart that the big fellow 
stood aghast. How he dreaded to even see the 
Bight of his son's face. How he longed to do some* 
thing to prove his innocence if it were possible, 
but he knew how strict were the laws of the State, 
and Dick had become a forger since his leaving 
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home. Neither father or mother knew why, but 
the fact remained, and the law called upon the 
sheriff to take his son and place him within the . 
walls of the prison. ? 

"Well, he^s my blood, too, ma,^' he said at lasl^v 
"as much as he is yours, and yet 'tain^t my bisi- 
ness to let him go from under my nose^ even if he 
is my own son. Ma, do you know where that boy 

The woman shook her head and looked into the 
wood fire burning in the grate. 

"Would you tell me ef you knew, ma?^' asked 
the sheriff. 

Again the woman shook her head negatively. 

"Course you wouldn% little mother," replied 
Hardy, "and^tain't human ter'ask such a thing, 
of yer. A man ought to know better, bul^ ma^ U 
ain't never done nothing in my life what waa dis- 
honest." * 

"I know that, pa," softly replied the woman? 
*^l know that well, and you ain't going to do notii- 
in' you ought not to now, but, pa, couldn't you 
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Jest pretend that you was blind on one aide when 
Dick was a-gettin^ out of your way?" 

The sheriff shook his head. i 

"No, ma, but I kin say this ; ef you see the Boy, * 
then I want you to tell him to get away from the 
sheriff of this county as fast as his I^s will take 
himj and ef he wants money you go to the bank 
and get it, but also tell him that if I clap my eye» 
on him he goes behind the bars.'' 

The quietude was only broken by the crackling; 
of the fire, for neither man nor woman felt like 
talking when a great grief had settled down upon 
their homes. 

The son had been the apple of his father's eye. 
He had brought up the boy in the fear of God, 
and had taught him never to walk in forbidden 
paths, cautioned him of the pitfalls of the wicked 
world, which was teeming over beyond the hill,, 
wh^e Dick had gone to make his way in the 
world. 

But all this work of a lifetime had done no 
good^ for had not one of the wealthy town citizens: 
but the week before told him that the bank hadL 
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notified him that a check had been drawn and 
forged by Dick Hardy for the sum of |2,000? The 
father wondered afterward how he had stood so 
calmly and listened to the words which had made 
him seem like an old man ; how he had raised his 
liead and in a deep tone replied that he would use 
the strength of his office to bring the young crimi- 
nal to justice. 

He had Wjalked home in a maze and had not 
jdared to tell the mother of her son's fall until 
thqr had gone to bed, and then slowly and gently 
lie led her after him until she realized tli^at her 
hope had died in his words. 

How many times she had dreamed of her Dick ; 
lie would settle down and marry some nice girl, 

bring her home and then This greathearted 

woman had often felt the twining of baby fingers 
about her heart-strings and 'twas Dick's baby 
who often in her imagination soothed her to sleep^ 
but she had never mentioned this to her husband, 
as he was so stem, so dreadful in his sense of jus- 
tice, and neyer until now had she really known 
Ms true heart. She felt that there would be some 
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way for her to help her darling— fiome little light 
would glimmer through the clond that seemed 
; deeper than she could bear, 
' Through the long evening the father and 
mothar sat talking of their grief, for, although 
they had known of it tor many hours, it was not 
until now that they had fully opened their hearts 
to one anothei^. The sheriff contended that he 
would take the boy if he came in his way, yet all 
the time praying that such a calamity would not 
happen. 

There was an awful silence Biter the light had 
heen turned out The mother could hear the 
<a*ooning of the trogs in the pond below the old 
mill. She strained her ears to listen, for they 
seemed to bring to h« mind the little curly- 
headed fdlow who had been her ane joy. She 
could hear the loud breathing of her husband at 
her side. It told her that, in spite of his grief, 
lie had fallen to sleep; that tired nature was 
seeking its rest 

Mrs. Hardy wondered if she would eveiTsleep 
sagain— wondered if death would relieve her of 
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the constant pain at her heart She ne^er luie^ 
just How long she lay, for the momenta dras'^ed: 
in the night, when the daricnefis filled her ^^ontU 
terror. 

Suddenly 8he heard a alight tapping tm tKe 
window. Bhe raised on her arm to listen. .Was 
it the old Toby cat, who wanted to come in? Wb» 
it some one coming with word for the sheriff that 
a crime had been committed? Never before had 
that word been fally realized by this woman until 
now. 

She listened again, and heard the same sounds 
Slowly she raised upon her elbow and started tx> 
crawl over her husband. Once he stirred in hi9 
sleep and the woman waited. Something told 
her tliat the sound upon the window meant that 
she should come. Once long ago, when DicM fiaS 
been out to a party in the country and had come 
home late, he had found the door locked. The 
same scratching sound had wakened the mother,, 
and she had opened the window and half dragged 
the laughing boy into the room. Oh^ that this 
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might be her Dick — ^btit no, his father would drag^ 
him from her. By this time she was on the floor, 
her face pale with emotion. She halted and lis* 
tened. She heard the sound again, and this time 
went swiftly from the room. Every step of the 
old home she knew by heart, and she dared not 
strike a match for fear she would arouse her- 
husband. 

She stepped to the window, and against the 
pane was pressed a white face, with two glowing 
blue eyes staring into the room. 

She started back with an ejac'olatio^, as she 
had not expected to see such an apparition. She 
knew now that it was Dick. 

Slowly and without a particle of noise she slid 
the window up and drew a pale-fbced boy, hardly^ 
a man^ into the room. The embers had not yet 
died in the grate, so Mrs. Hardy knew that the 
hours had not been many since she had gone to 
bed. Her husband was in his first hard sleepy 
and nothing but a good sound shake would waken 
him. 

"Dick,'* she murmured, "don't make a noisey 
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jou will wake your father, and the bills hes been 
parted fer yer arouiid town.^ 

"I know, mother,^^ replied Dick,. kissing her 
face tenderly, and looking about the room appre- 
hensively; "1 had to come home for a short time. 
I wanted you to know how I came to do that 
awful thing." 

"Then tell me, boy,^' and the sheriff's wife led 
Mm into the kitchen, where she added a log to 
the embers in the stove, and drew a chair for him 
to be seated. There was yet no light, but intui- 
tively the mother felt that her darling was pale 
«iid hurt. She gathered him close with one great 
«ob. He wept upon her shoulder for fully five 
minutes and then, with a start, commenced to 
"Speak. 

*^I never would have done it, mother, if it 
liadn't been for her.'* 

*Tor whom, son?^ 

*Tor Mary FarrelL You remember her?'* 

The woman nodded in the deak. 

*<I left ker, only to make a way in the world,^' . 
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and, mother, when I came bajck for her her life 
had been ruined and she was dying.*' 

The mother shuddered in the shadowy light. 
This was the end of the longing for the baby 
fingers which for years she had dreamed of. 

"I wish we could have a light,** she replied^ 
looking toward the room where her husband 
slept. "It*s so dark, Dick, and I want to see your 
face." 

The young man took a match from his pocket 
and buried it in the fire. It had soon illuminated 
the room, and he touched the wick to the lamp 
which his mother had taken in her hands. 

Long Mrs. Hardy looked into Dick's face. Pale 
and thin, emaciated by suffering, the mother 
would never have known that |Jiis man, now sa 
haggard, was the same one she had allowed ta 
leave her but so sl^ort a time before. 

"Now, tell me,' son, that my heart may not 
break. I never knew that you loved Mary Far- 
rell." i 

"Always since the time we were children.^ 
Father told me once how he used to carry your 
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•ainner pail to school. Well, mother, so I carried 
Mary'S; and I loved her so." 

A sob filled the throat that had uttered these 
[words. The mother broke the silence that seemed 
Id be painful. 

^ ''And what happened to her?" 
i *'She is dead." 

*'And what killed her? Oh, Dick, tell your 
mother." 

^'I found her dying," replied Dick, "and I had 
no money, and I did that awful thing, thinking 
that soon I could pay back the debt I hoped 
Brandon would never tell my father, they were 
such good friends." 

^^Why didn't you send to me for the money," 
cried the mother; "I would have brought your 
wounded love home here^ and together we might 
have nursed her back to life." 

The boy shuddered. 

^'That could never be," said h^ pain filling his 
eyes with tears. "She had passed out of my life 
lorever, but I loved her, neverthelesa" 

Buddcnlj tlie motiier seemed to realize. 
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"Some other man took your love away from 
jou?" 

I "Yes, and left her dying and starving to death, 
and if I live a thousand years I shall never foi^et 
the look she gave me that awful day when I found 
her. I had to get her food and comforts/' 

Somehow the mother realized, and nodded her 
iead sympathetically. 

"And then when she died I wanted to pay back 
the money, but I heard that father had a warrant 
for my arrest Mother, 'l can never go to prison 
and leave that man living who ruined my darl- 
ing's life.'* 

Mrs. Hardy started suddenly. Was he going to 
add murder to his already bad crime? 

^^'^bo was the man?" she asked, wanting some- 
thing to say. 

"Earnest Carlisla*^ 
, 'Ton mean Robertas brother?" 

Dick nodded his head. 



^Tes, and knew that I loved het better than m^ 



"And he was your friend all your life?" 
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very existence. I would have lain down my own 
life rather than to have had her suffer as she did/^ 

Mrs. Hardy patted the boy^s arm. His eyes had 
blazed with anger and deadly hate. She shud-^ 
dered as she tried to soothe him. Now she wished 
she knew more of the Bible^ that she might quote 
a few verses to him. The only thought that came 
into her mind was to do unto others as ye would 
be done by. 

She muttered the words> and Dick caught 
them. 

*^Aye," he replied, bitterly, "and if I had done 
that dastardly deed then would I want some good 
man to put an end to my unworthy life, that I 
might rid myself of the pangs of my conscience.'^ 

*'Butj Dick, you are not going to " 

"Just as soon as I find him, mother ! No, no, 
don^t try to turn me from my purpose. I intend 
to make him answer for her death, and I prom- 
ised myself that over her dead body.'' 

"Butj Dick, if you should see him, you might 
want to kill him." 

'^Nothing less than his life, mother " 
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The startled cry which broke from the woman^s: 
lips brought them both to their feet. A voice 
from the' other room called "Mother," and Dick . 
Hardy silently opened the window and stepped 
into the night. 

"I will see you again, mother," he whispered: 
as he heard his father call once more from the 
other room. 

The sheriff's wife went back to her bed in a 
dreadful maze. She suffered now more than be- 
fore. Her boy stood within the shadow of the 
gallows, and was there nothing that could save 
him from it? 

She went to bed again with a sob in her hearty 
and the morning found her ill and nervous, but 
nothing seemed able to keep her in bed. 

What would she do? She knew that Earnest 
Carlisle's home was not far from theirs. Would! 
her son loiter about until he came out and thea 
kill him. During the morning she put on h€fr 
wraps and went down the country road to the 
office. Her husband had gone out early. There? 
might be some news in the village, and she felt 
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that to wait until the sheriff's return would be 
too much of a tax on her nerves. 
^ But the town seemed to be quiet. There was 
the same number of men hanging about the conn- 
try store waiting for the mail, and the usual gath- 
ering of children to watch the incoming of the 
stage, but the sheriff's wife had no heart l[or 
aught but news of her boy, and she wondered 
where he might be. Her husband's calling her 
the night before had sent from her mind the de- 
sire to find out where Dick was stopping. 

She passed several of the posters put up by her 
own boy's father, requesting any citizen whrt 
should see one Bichard Hardy, commonly known 
as Dick, to send for the sheriff of the county. A; 
liberal reward wa^ offered, and the mother shud- 
dered and tears filled the faded eyes, for never 
had she realized what suffering was. She could 
remember standing over the grave of her father 
and mother; she had buried most of her kin, but 
., that grief was nothing compared to this. The old 
adage that a dead grief could not compare to a 
living one came into her mind. 
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6ome one stopped her, and a^ked after the 
health of her husband, but not one dared mention . 
the son, the wayward child who had caused his 
father and mother to hang their heads in shame. 

After leaving the village she walked on and on, 
for home seemed so desolate^ and she did not wish 
to remain there alon^ ajid then, too, something 
might happen. She trembled with a terrifying 
fear, for had not her husband told her many times 
that a reward always brought good results? 

The mon^ offered by the county would in all 
probability bring her boy to a felon^s cell, and 
suddenly she thought of his pressing needs and 
she knew that he had returned almost all of the 
money he had gotten on the check, even before 
the father had been notified of his son's crime, but 
now he woujd need money, and with this thought 
in her mind she turned sharply about and went 
into the bank, and when she came out a comf orta^ 
hie little sum lay snugly in her bosonu 
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CHAPTER 11. 

- Jane Weatheeby was one of the rich members 
of the town^s high society, in which she had most 
to say, for she gave every year twice as much as 
any ten members to all the charities and 
churches. She lived not far from the county jail, 
and her home settled in among tall trees and a. 
high hedge surrounded it. 

For many years she had been living with her 
two nephews, children of her dead brother. 

She prided herself upon bringing these boys up 
in the best style, and she knew that Earnest was 
not quite as upright as* Robert, but the good- 
hearted woman never for one moment imagined 
that he would do anything wrong. 

There was one grief just now upon her heart. 
j>Se feared that her brother, an old, good-hearted 



\ 
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nan had met his death in some peculiar way. He 
ihad been missing for several weeks and no one 
seemed able to find out anything about him. Mrs. 
Weatherby trembled when she realized that he 
might be held for a reward; so added to that of 
the sheriff's son, was another poster offering big 
money for news of the old man. 

But the days dragged on and the sister heard 
nothing of her brother^ The nephews also had 
taken an active interest in the finding of their 
imcle. The district attorney, a great friend of 
the Carlilse's, wais seemingly constantly upon the 
alert to find both the missing man and the 
sheriff's son. 

This day the Weatherby home was all astir for 
many were visiting there. Robert Carlisle had 
fallen deeply in love with a young orphan named 
iVirginia Grey, and his affection was returned, 
and to-day the girl was visiting at her lover's 
home^ and she had been helping the mistress of 
the home put a quilt upon the frames. AH the 
ifternoon they had worked away and the topic of 
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conversation had been the missing unele and tke 
eheriff^s son. 

"It would break my heart,^ said Mrs. Weather- k 
by, "if anything should happen to one of my boys j 
but then, I know that neither Earnest nor Rob 
would do such a wicked thing as poor Hardy's, 
boy ha^ dona'' 

Virginia shook her head« She was not so sore^ 
of Earnest, for there was something repalsive in 
Ms manner toward her; she had suffered fronk 
a declaration of love from both him and the dis- 
trict attorney, whose name was Benedict Strong^ 
She had, with maidenly reserve, denied them botit 
the right to place a kiss upon her lips^ and the 
girl felt always in their presence that she was 
watched keenly; but Robert was her source of 
joy, and she felt perfectly safe when he was 
about 

The quilt had been taken off the frame,^ and 
Mrs. Weatherby called Margaret, the maid, ta 
help in removing the threads from the carpet. 

She sent Virginia into the parlor, which was 
liardly ever opened, to bring a large glass of jdljf 
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fram the closet^ that they might have a little 
lunch after such a hard day's work. 

Margaret^ a character in herself, swept as she 
talked. 

"I never saw such folks to borrow as them 
Tuckers is, mam/' she said, digging into the car- 
pet with a vengeance. "Triphenie just came in 
and wanted to borry near all we had.'' 

"Did you loan her anything, Margaret?" asked 
the mistress. 

"No, I told her she'd had all she was a goin' to 
get from this house, and that's all there was 
to it" 

Margaret spoke with the conviction of a 
favored servant. 

"Doii't be hard on the child, Maggie," said Mrs. 
Weatherby, "for she hain't never had no mother, 
and her heart is sore every time her father gets 
married again, and you know he has buried his 
third." 

"Yes, and is looking fer a fourth; mam," cried \ 
the girl grimly, "fer he asked that child if I would ■ 
he her mother. Now, what do you think of that?'* 
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**What did you say to her, Maggie?" curiously 
.msked Mrs, Weatherby. 

^*I didn't say fer sure, mam," replied the ser- 
irant, stammering, "fer you know thet there are a 
D?hole lot worse looking men than Zabi Tucker, 
and I ain't no kid no longer." 

"Then you think seriously of marrying and 
Ira^Ting me, Maggie?" 

^' Well, I hain^t said I would and I hain't said I 
irouldn't, so there ain't no use a worrying." 

At this juncture a weird sound came from the 
kalL One might have thought it was a little 
animal calling for food, or a child half daft 

^'^There'a Croonie," said Mrs. Weatherby. "The 
floor is clean now Maggie, the child wants you." 

^*I don't want her, mam," said a small voice, 
and the tousled head of a small child shoved in 
the doDFy *^I wants you. The sheriff passed by 
and said that he might be over to see you this 
evening. He say thet you be a good woman and 
fce be a going to find your brother for you. Oh, 
all day, I've felt the lizards a walking about in 
my head, and the frogs a singing in my heart. I 
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wants a father, that^s what I want. Aunt Mar- 
;garet, who is my father?'' 

The child was about eight years old, and it 
could be plainly seen that he was only half- 
witted, and his vacant eyes and sunken mouth 
told of years of unnatural living. 

Mrs. Weatherby, with her kindly heart, had 
consented that her servant, Margaret, should 
bring her little nephew home to live with them, 
and he had spent the most of his life on the farm. 

*Well, you ain't got no father as likes yer, so 
«hut up.'' Maggie said this to hide the emotion 
in her heart 

"AH boys got fathers somewhere," persisted 
the child. "I knows they have, fer some of the 
fellers down at the oflftce said so, and they 
isaid " 

^Will you shut up?" cried the aunt. 

"No, I won't, so there," replied the poor child. 
^^I don't like the man what they say is my father. 
Is that old Strong my dad?" Then as if another 
little thought came into the befuddled brain he 
turned the conversation quickly. "Aunt Mag, I 
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got a star sitting in my brain, and don^t yon fear* 
git it. I ain^t never goin' to have a heart without 
a star." 

I "Hnsh," child/ pnt in Mrs. Weatherby, "and:*^ 
mn downstairs/' 

The child turned and left the room, and Mar- 
garet, her eyes full of tears, followed after, for 
this tender-hearted aunt could never hear the- 
child mutter in his childishness that she did not 
shed tears. 

Virginia opened the parlor door softly to get 
the jelly from the closet shelf. She intended to 
rush in and right out again, for she disliked the 
"best room'' with all her heart. If the Weather- 
by's had a party there she preferred to sit with 
Eobert in the common room than in the stilted 
high-backed chairs and the smell of mustiness in 
the room. 

As she opened the door she heard the sound of 
voices and directly ahead of her she saw in the 
mirror the faces of Benedict Strong and Earnest 
Carlisle Heartily^ hating these men she turned 
to ge back when startlingwords made her f alter^ 
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"No one ever comes in here," Earnest was say- 
ing, "so fire ahead and tell me what you have 
dona'' 

"He's dead, all right" ^ 

. "Well." 

"You won't be troubled any more with him,'' 
went on Strong, "and I have the policies." 
"Good ! Did you get the policies?" 
"Yes, you bet we did, for they were what we 
were after. Here they are." 

The waiting girl behind the curtain faltered a» 
she listened. The conversation savored of some- 
thing interesting, and nothing could have drawn 
her from the spot. 

"Did any one see you?" and Virginia heard 
Earnest Carlisle clear his throat 

"Not a soul. I had Gid throw him over the 
wheel, and I turned on the water. He can't be 
near the place now, and his body has probably 
floated out to sea." 

"I haven't dared to speak to you about this be- \ 
fore," went on Earnest, "for fear other eara^ 
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wonld hear, but the wonder of his disappearancer 
is fast dying out, and I think ^' 

"Yes, Earnest, but I want you to open these 
policies and let m^ see. I am to have half of the 
money, and you must draw it now that the sensa- 
tion is dying ouf 

"Then let me have the papers.'^ 

Virginia saw the package taken fi^om Strong's 
liand and transferred to Earnest's. 

She could not have moved now had she been 
obliged to, but yet she did not realize until the 
next speech that she was listening to one of the 
greatest crimes committed in that town in many 
years. 

"Your uncle fought like a demon when he 
found he had been trapped. Poor old man, I felt 
rather sorry to hear him b^ so for his life. He 
offered Gid his farm if he would spare him, and if 
it hadn't been for me, Gid would have turned tail 
at the last moment" 

"And you ^" 

* Why, I rushed in and spurred Gid on and ia a 
few moments it was all over. I promised Gid 
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^500 and told him the old man would pinch him 
the moment he got away and the farm would 
never be his, and he saw the wisdom of that" 

"Well, I should think so. Did you find out 
where he keeps his strong-box?'' 

"Yes^ and I have the keys.'' 

Still the girl behind the curtain hardly 
breathed. She wished now that she had not ven- 
tured to wait after she heard the voices. Now 
she was th«re she dared not mova These wicked 
men who had lured' an old man to his death, had 
stolen his pro^rty. Here she listened again.. 
Earnest was counting over the insurance policies*^ 

"Ten, twenty, thirty. There are thirty thou- 
sand besides the will. The old man never cared 
much about me, so I suppose that Rob will come^ 
in for the greatest share of that." 

He was opening the policies, and as he read a 
shadow fell over his face. 

"What's the matter?" 

"He has left them to Robert. They are all in , 
his name. Curse the luck. Strong, I never meant 
to lure you to this, I thought ^" 
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**Tes, yon thought," put in Strong, "and yott 
Have made me commit a dastardly deed- ^^ 

Here the curtains rustled and both men stepped 
forward with bated breath. The door was closed 
and the curtains were drawn together. But there 
was no one in sight. 

"I could have sworn I saw those curtains rus- 
tle,'' gasped Earnest, "but evidently not. Here, 
•old fellow, we'll get out of this some way. I must 
impersonate my brother Robert and get the 
money, and we will be well heeled for our busi- 
ness" 

"Yes,'' sneered Strong; "you think I'm going 
to stand for that? Well, don't get it into your 
head. I'll fix you now here in this room so you 
won't tell any tales on me, you dastardly cow- 
,ard. I know what I'll do." 

The district attorney had his fingers upon Ear- 
nest's throaty and the startled eyes of his victim 
seemed to be jumping from his head. He turned 
at a noise at the door, and a pal^ emaciated face 
peeped in behind the curtain. The dusk covered 
up the scene in the room, and Strong threw the 
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man he was choking from him and backed into 
the shadows. Dick Hardy stepped into the light 
so that Earnest Carlisle saw him. He pulled 
himself together, as he recognized the intruder 
and gasped : 

•*Dick, what in Heaven's name :'* 

"I have come to settle with you. Mary Parrell 

iold me on her death-bed that you were to blame 

for her death, and I am here.'^ He m^ade a step 

f 01 ward and Earnest Carlisle grappled with him. 

Then another shadow flitted into the room. The 

little crazy boy Croonie stood aghast as he saw 

Strong glide out of the darkness, take a knife 

from his pocket and send it far into the heart of 

Earnest Carlisle. The man ' dropped dead in 

Dick Hardy's arms. It was all over. Dick 

saw that he woi^ld be trapped in a murder caae^ 

although he could not discover how it was that 

Earnest had been killed, knowing that he himself 

had not used the knife in his hand. He opened 

his fingers and threw it away in terror, r^retting 

it the moment after. But he knew that this would 

never be believed, so when he saw little Croonia 
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in the shadowy light he whispered: "Crooniey 
this is Dick. Get the knife^ I am going away. 
Bring it to me at the old mill in one week at the 
farthest.^' The last words were spoken as the 
young man feiid from the window. Strong was, 
by this time, in the sitting-room as if nothing had 
happened. He had put an end to the life of Ear- 
nestj for he knew that there would be no safety 
for him with this man alive. He had forgotten 
all the past days, when they were boys together, 
when they had concocted plans of how they would 
sometime run away from home and join the 
Indians. 

He had not seen the half-witted child nor did 
he know that a girl, sweet, strong and loyal, had 
the secret of his crime locked in her breast 

Later another deadly sequel to the hideous 
crime came to light Virginia could not keep 
away from the parlor, where she had heard the 
terrible crime disclosed. She went again into the 
dark room, fate leading her footsteps toward the 
ghastly dead thing near the window. She saw 
the body lying there, and knew that she was in 
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the presence of the dead. With a shudder she 
turned away and Robert Carlisle entered by the 
hall door and saw the glimmer of her red dress . 
flitting from the room. He had seen her enter^ * 
and thinking it strange, as very few ever went 
into the "best room/' save on Sundays, he fol- 
lowed; but hoping to surprise her and take her 
in his arms he went in by the other door. He 
came face to face with the body of his brother, 
and a terrible conviction swept over his mind. 

"My God, she has killed him," he muttered as 
he turned the body over and looked into the 
drawn face. "My love, my love, why did you not 
wait for me to settle your account with him? But 
I must save her." Robert knew that there would 
soon be a cry of murder over the house. He felt 
sure that if Virginia were brought face to face 
with accusers she would break down and confess 
that she had done the murder. He would fore- 
stall any such chance as this. He knew that the 
sheriff was talking with his aunt in the upper 
room. He would go up and give himself into the 
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hands of the law^ keeping Virginia out of the mi 
ter altogether. 

He went slowly upstairs^ his eyes strained wir. 
horror. The town seemed to be fated as far a^ 
tragedies were concerned. The sheriff sat pal- 
and stem before him as he entered. He was jus 
speaking : 

^^My own heart would dictate that I should no: 
follow my poor boy, but God knows I have never, 
in all my life, shirked a duty. It may not seem 
hard to you, but I would rather die in my tracks 
than to take my boy a prisoner." 

"No doubt you would," replied Mrs. Weather- 
iby, "and while I feel that I must ask you ques- 
tions about the mysterious disappearance of my 
brother, I also know that your own heart is al- 
most broken." 

"His mother's too," replied the sheriff, wiping 
a tear from his eyes. "This will be the death of 
her I fear, for she is a woman of great feeling and 
the loss of her boy, and his fall from the right 
path hit her hard." 

"I believe that^" replied the mistress of the 
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farm; "Ellen was proud of that child from the 
day of his birtk I wonder that such a boy as he 
could ever do such a thing. He always seemed 
«uch a nice fellow. Now my impulsive Earnest, 
if it had been him ^" 

Here the door opened, and Robert Carlisle, hav- 
ing heard all, stood before them. 

"SheriflF," he b^an, his throat filling with sobs, 
and casting an appealing glance at his aunt, "I 
am here to give myself into your hands. I am the 
murderer of my brother Earnest." 

There was no sound in the room for fully a 
moQient. The sheriff then cleared his throat. 

Mrs. Weatherby had not realized what the boy 
had said, and when the full conviction of it all 
<;ame over her, she dropped in a swoon on the 
floor. 

Virginia heard the confession of her lover with 
quivering lids. She had seen the dead body, but 
there was no one in sight and she had left from 
f sheer fear. 

The district attorn^ patted himself on the 
bBxk when he heard that Bobert Carlisle had 
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taken the blame of the murder. He did not knoT^r 
why, but he realized that the young man mnst 
have some reason for it. 

So when the sheriff announced that he would 
hare to take the young man to jail for the murder 
of bis brother, Strong stepped forward and said : 

"Sheriff^ you have taken a painful duty fromt 
me; I saw the murder committed and was just 
about to aiTBst your prisoner.'' 

The speaker raised his eyes to those of Robert 
Carlisle as he said this, and a glitter steely and 
fierce passed between them. 

As Robert left the house with the sheriff he 
found a few moments in which he could say to 
Strongj without being overheard by another: 

^'You're a liar, and don't forget that. There 
will come a time when I shall be able to prove 
that you are the greatest fiend in the world. 
Until then good-by." 

A loud laugh rang out from the district attor- 
jiey, and Robert Carlisle looked for the last time 
for many a day upon the home of his childhood. ^ 
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CHAPTER III. 

When the sheriff came into his sapper and told 
Ms wife of the terrible confession of Bobert she 
stood with her hands broadly upon her hips. She 
looked hard into her husband's face to see if he 
meant what he said* 

^'You can't make me believe that Bobert Oar- 
lisle did thaty'' said she at last. 

<^He admitted it^'' replied the sheriff, hia face 
covered with water and using the ^wel as he 
sputtered. 

'fNever mind if he did, I know that he ain't 
never done noiMog Uke that There is something 
behind this affair.'^ 

' ''What can there be b^ind it?? put in the 
sheriff. ''I guess UQ man ain't going to put his 
neck in the noose for nothing. Whj, he comes as 
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straight as a die to me and says^ ^I did that mtuv 
der, and here I be.' Now, ma, what do you say to- 
that?'' 

^^ Just what I said bef ore^ and that be that there 
is something behind it all, for Robert is as gentle^ 
as a baby, and would kill no one." 

"Well, all I can say is that any man's a fool 
who will take the blame of a murder from another 
one's shoulder. But for fear you're right, mother,, 
and for the love I bear that poor boy, I'm going to- 
find the man who did do it" 

" 'Tain't no easy job, let me tell you," replied 
the good woman, "and I won't weep no more over 
my Dick, for he hain't in near such bad straights 
as Robert. I believe Dick will come out some day 
and won't have to——" 

"Don't set you heart on the lad's c6min' home,, 
mother,' cried the sheriff. "If he should land 
here some day, my duty would be to arrest him in 
the name of the law." 

"Have you taken Robert to the murderer'fir 
cell?" aaked Mr& Hardy after a time of silence. 
**It seems that you might ^ 
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^Of course I took him to the mnrderer^s. cell/^ 

msB the curt reply. "Mother, I never let my 

iCeelin's get away with me. That cell is the place 

for him, and he^s goin' to stay there till it^s 

proved that he ain't guilty/' 

"Be you going to let Virginia Grey go see him 

whenever she wishes?" spoke up the sheriflPs wife* 

**As long and as often as the law allows. Now^ 

mother, you'd better go in to see the boy, fer he 

iwas more'n good to Dick when he was a kid.'' 

Here the sheriff turned away with a sigh. All 
the fatherly air castles he had built over h|s boy's 
cradle had gone into nothing, and the old man 
was now facing his last days without the comfort 
of his son. 

After clearing away the supper dishes and ar- 
ranging the furniture the sheriff's wife took her* 
« 8elf to the back of the building, which had been 
prepared for the criminals. 

She knocked lightly and the deputy sheriff 
opened the door and replied to her question that 
Bobert was in the lower cell, and that the young 
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man had suflfered keenly since his arrival in th^ 
prison. 

^'Vory well, Peters," responded Mrs. Hardy, ^^I 
mil find him/^ 

There was a mixture of emotion in her heart 
as the woman made her way through the dark 
corridors to Robert. How many times she had 
giYen this boy, in company with her own son, a 
ginger cookie and sent them both out to play. 
Tears filled her eyes and for a moment she halted 
and wiped them away with her apron. Then, with 
an effort to collect h^self , she stopped before the 
grated door. 

Robert Carlisle was lying face downward on 
the bunk. 

*^Bobert,'^ whispered Mrs. Hardy, **can't you 
iralse your face and look me in the eyes?" 

Slowly the tired head was lifted, and Mr& 
Hardy could see a trace of tears. 

*'l wajs your friend when you were a baby boy/' 
she cried, sobbing. '^I loved you when you was 
only a little thing, and do you suppose that l*m 
going back on yer now?^' 
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/ Bobert pat his hand throngh the grating and 
<^lutched the red fingers of the sheriff's wife. 
i ^Ah, good Mrs. Hardy/' cried he^ ''you were 
like a mother to me when I was a child^ and now 
Twhen I need friaids so badly you are her^ I 
thank you for coming, but I fear the case is so 
hopeless against me that I see no light shining 
through.'' 

A break in his voice demonstrated his grief. 

**And your poor annt>" went on Mra Hardy. 
^^I know she is heart-broken. Bobert, will you 
tell me the gospel truth? Did you kill your 
l>rother Earnest?" 

The young man found it hard to look into the 
kindly flushed face through the bara, and ttil a 
direct falsehood. 
^ ^^I hare confessed to it; isn't that enough?" 

/'But I don't believe that you ever did it," p«r- 
sisted Mra Hardy» ^There ain't no use as I can 
(see f er you to tell you did it without it's true^ but 
I'd only beUeve it if the bo; himself rose from the 
^eadandtoldit'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



q2 WHBN THB WC^LD SLSPPS. 

^^And until then/' replied Robert^ getting hold 
of himself, ^*you will have to take my word for if 

He was calm now, looking fearletsBly into the- 
woman's face and trying to convince her with hist 
manner, 

*^Do yon know what Hardy's going to do?" 
asked the aheriflf's wife, watching the handsome 
face before her. "He's going to spend his time 
finding out- who did this. He says, like I do, that 
yon didn't, and that you're shielding some one." 

Robert staggered back, and clutched at the iron 
railing of his bunk. 

"I beg of you, Mrs. Hardy, that if you do care 
for me as you say, then please let me bear the 
brunt of it all. I am more than willing to give 
my life " 

*'And we won't let yer,lad ;so you might as well 
leave your friends alon^ for they're all going to 
help yen Now what do you think Virgie Grey 
would do without you ? She couldn't live and you 
ought to be ashamed to cause her such grief. I'm ) 
a thinking that she be heart-broken over it alL" ^ 
i Bobert groaned aloud. ^ 
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Oh, if they only knew! Of conrse, he could 
never diyulge his secret. He believed in his soul 
that Virgie Orey would come and tell him all 
about it, confessing her share in the crima He 
was anxiously waiting for it. It would make the 
trial easier to bear if his sweetheart would only 
confide to him why she had committed the deed. 

Now his principal effort would be to keep from 
the world the secret that he was not his brother's 
murderer. 

^'It is of her I am thinking/' he said at last. ^^I 
love Virgie far too well not to suffer with her* 
Are you going to let me see her if she comes in^ 
Mra Hardy?" o 

^^The sheriff said you mighty Bobert^ if she 
don't come too late; so I'll just send her in if she 
happens along." 

There seemed to be nothing left to say. The 
boy had admitted to her that he had committed 
the deed, although with her woman's intuition 
she could see that under it all he was trying to 
hide something. 
^ <Tou haven't heard from Dick, I suppose,'^ 
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asked Robert^ sitting down from sbeeir exhaas- 
tion. "The poor boy, he is having hi3 trouble, 
too." 

Mrs. Hardy looked about cautiously. • She 
<*ould tell Robert that she had seen Dick only a 
4ahort time before. He would keep her secret. 

**His father must never know it/ she b^an ins 
low tone, "but poor Dick came to see me^ and 
Robert^ my heart is almost broke over hiin^ and ; 
now you." / 

^Tliy dear, poor woman, I pray of you don't 
weep like that. Dick has always been a good boy. 
He can't be under this cloud long. Witih his 
other's influence he could certainly get off with- 
out any trouble, and then he can come back home 
to his mother." 

Robert tried to smile out his sympathy as he 
proceeded. 

^^His case is different from mine; a few dollars 
will make it all right Don't despair even of him 
—or me." 

And Robert turned hiv back upon the grated 
opening and aaiik down on the bunk. 
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Mrs. pardy could not get the boy from her 
mind. She loved him as her own son, and what 
with Dick's trouble, and now this one, her heart > 
was almost broken* 

During the evening she gave her convictions to 
her husband. 

"I believe he is as innocent of that murder as 
my own boy,' she commented as she turned out 
the light and crawled into bed, "and Luke Hardy, 
you ain't the man I think you be, if you don't And 
the man who did that deed." 

"And I'll find him," grunted the sheriff as he- 
turned to sleep, "but there ain't nd such hope for 
our boy, only he ain't in such trouble as Robert is. 
' Pretty ticklish business, I can tell you." 

With this they both became silent, and for 
many hours the little woman with a son, and 
another boy whom she had loved, in the hands of 
the law, lay thinking of the past days when they 
were both young and without guile. 

The next morning as the sun climbed to its 
usnal height in the sky a girl could be seen emerg- 
ing from a cottage and turn a right angle along; 
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the country roacL Her face was pale and eyes red 
with weeping. Nothing could deter the fi^ringiDg 
V Btep as she walked up the county prison steps and 
sent a desperate peal of the bell ringing tlirongli ' 
the house. 

Mrs. Hardy drew Virginia Grey into the hall, 
and kissed the pale f aca 

"He is her^'' faltered the girl ; "oh, here in this 
awful place.'' 

"Yes, and you shall see him, the sheriff said 
that you might But you must dry your eyes, for 
he is all broken up himself, and, Virgie, you must 
be strong." 

In vain the girl tried to bring herself ta a 
calmness which she could not, feel, but her lip 
quivered as she followed along after the sheriff's 
wife, and was pointed out the cell. 

"I won't go with you, child," said the woman; 
^^it is better for you to see him alone." 

Virgie was peering into the cell which was 
'f darkened now by the long curtain which Robert 
had drawn down to keep out the sun's raysL 

"It is I, Robwt," she said in a low tone^ 'Tic-^ 
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gie. I want to tell yoa that I know well yon did 
not commit that awfal deed.'' 

"I knew yon wonld tell me that," replied Rob- 
ert, pntting his fingers through the bars and 
clasping the small hand in his. ^^Of course you 
know." 

The girl looked at him curiously. 

"I know that you didn't do it," she replied 
slowly, "and that is enough for me ; there must be 
some other developments before long." Her in- 
nocent blue eyes filled Robert with a vague alarm- 
He had expected to see her bathed in repentant 
tears, to tell him the whole story and be com- 
forted with the sacrifice that he was willing to 
make for her sake. 

But her very innocence filled him with An un- 
Iknown dread that he could not explain. Had he 
made the sacrifice in vain? 

Suddenly a thought came to him. 

"Virgie," he said, suddenly, "I want you to tell 
I me everything that happened last night; will 
jou?" 
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"As near as I can remember/' assented the girl ; 
^^some uf it seems a haze, so much happened," 

*^I know dear^ but won't you try?" 

"Earnest came in with the district attorney,'* 
began Virgie, "and I heard them talking in the 
parlor/' ^ 

"Yes, and then " 

"Then Earnest " and here the girl hesi- 

tatedj for she did not want to tell the brother of 
Earnest's crime, now that he was dead. 

"Virgie/' put in Eobert, "did my brother per- 
secute you at all with his attentions?" 

The girl nodded. 

"And said things to you he should not?" 

Again she inclined her head. 

"I want to know all about it and just what yon 
said — ^and did," 

These last few words the man could hardly 
utter. They meant so much to him^ — and to h^. 

"He said that he had more money than you did^ 
and if I would marry him he would give me a 
beautiful home and everything my heart could 
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desire, but I told hiTT\ I could never love Mm and 
that I did love you." 

"And then what happened.'' 
Kobert was growing more frightened evety mo- 
ment. If this girl had committed that terrible 
murder, then she was an actress, for not one mo- 
ment had she betrayed herself. 

"He said that you would always be a poor man, 
, and that your heart was riot good. Oh, sweet- 
heart, I know that you never killed him, did you? 
Oh, tell me, Eobert." 

"Virginia, I must know more what passed be- 
tween you and my brother,'' replied Eobert. 

The matter was becoming serious — too serious 
for her to trifle with the situation. Even his life, 
to say nothing of his happiness, hung upon her 
words. 

"Benedict Strong said that Earnest had more 
worldly goods than you — ^and — and — he made 
love to me too, Kobert, but I hated them both. 
For, oh, I loved you. You believe it, don't you?" 
^Tes, I believe it, but I wanted to hear you tell 
me something else." 
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"Andtlmtis " 

"When yon last saw my brother, Earaest^ 

A frightened expression came into the gir/i 
eyes. Her face loBt every drop of coljtiLJad ki 
lips quivered. 

'*! saw him dead upon the floor, 
said that you had committed the 
the reason that I do not believe 



I 



had se 



juist a few moments bi 
there together.'^ 

Eobert Carlisle 
groan. Either this ] 
or she was dis^emblil 
lieve that the latter ' 

*^And you did not ; 
ment before his death?'1 

"No, liobertj I did not^ 1 
lying by the window and bl 
tell it, I knew that you had > 
der* But Kobert, I do not bell 
iWhy don^t you tell me why you 1 
was not true?" 
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"And that is » 

, ^^When you last saw my brother, Earnest'^ 

A frightened expresBion came into the girl's 
eyes. Her face lost every drop of color and her 
lips quivered. 

"I saw him dead upon the floor, just before you 
said that you had committed the crima That is 
the reason that I do not believe you did it, for 
just a few moments before I had seen the two men 
there together/^ 

Bobert Carlisle sunk upon the bed with a 
groan. Either this girl was telling him the truth, 
or she wa^ dissembling. No, no, he could not be- 
lieve that the latter was the case. 

"And you did not see my brother just the mo- 
ment before his death?'' 

"No, Robert, I did not, but right after. He was 
lying by the window and before I had a chance to 
tell it, I knew that you had confessed to the mur- 
der. But Robert, I do not believe that you did it 
jWhy don't you tell me why you said that, when it 
was not true?" 
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Long the man looked into the face of the girL 
Then kindly nature sent him into a swoon, and 5 

the great form swayed in the air, and Robert 
Carlisle lay stretched upon the stone floor. 

After that he seemed a changed man. He had 
either made his sacrifice in vain and Virgie was 
not guilty, a^ he thought, or she was keeping back 
her crime from him. In either case he had lost 
the sweetness of the sacrifice. 

Just below the village lay an old mill filled 
with wheat. The machinery turned on day after 
day, while at night the place was left alone. 
Mr. Gid Snileman owned it, and many people 
shook their heads mysteriously when it was 
spoken of, for several times in the dead of night 
screams had been heard to issue from the place, 
but no one had dared to venture his opinion. 

So nightly meetings went on at the mill with- 
out any one detecting frauds and crimes. 

The night that Robert Carlisle was taken to 
jail two men could be seen moving about in tha 
inner room of the liiilL 
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One looked like a gentleman, while the otlier 
had the air of a working man. 

"Well, this is a pretty turn of affairs^ Gid,'^ 
said the gentleman. "Whoever wonld have 
thought this morning that Robert Carlisle would 
be in prison to-night and Earnest dead?" 

"It^s all the better for you, sir,'^ replied the mil- 
ler ; "now when the young upstart is gone you can 
claim ^^ 

"The insurance, I suppose you mean. No, I 
can^t do that, but I can dicker with Robert about 
it and get him to sign them over to me; theii 
maybe there will be some show for the money. 
Gid, do you ever hear funny noises about* this 
place?" 

"Only since the old man died here," replied 
Gid, looking cautiously about. "I tell you a man 
is a fool that will break up his sleep and rest for 
nothing. Now when I want money I want it 
quick. YouVe got the good cards in your hand 
and I want my share." 

Just then a peculiar noise came from an inner 
jroom and both men sprang to their feet 
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CHAPTER IV. 

*^iD yon hear that?" whispered Qid, softly. . 

"Did I hear it?^' replied Strong^ who was the 
gentlemaDy also district attorney;"! should think 
so. This is the spoc^iest place I ever was in. I'd 
never come here only it's the safest one I know of 
and we've got too big a game on now to be fin- 
icky about spooks. My Heavens ! what 's that t ' ' 

Both stoppedy'for wheat came tumbling down 
the shaft at their feet. 

"It's rats,*' grunted Gid. *What a fool I was 
not to think of that before; besides, no one could 
possibly get in here without my knowing it— the 
outer windows are all too high/' 

Suddenly a light^ ghastly laugh broke upoa 
their ears. 

"'Ti9liiefooli8Ebrat^''gasp0aOid. ""Howia 
the world did he get ill l«eT^ 
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Just at this juncture the flopping little bead of 
Oroonie peeped out from a wheat t>in. 

^*What are yon doing here?'* demanded Strong^ 
iaking hold of the collar of the child's coat and 
jerking him ont and roughly standing him on his 
feet. 

"I didn't come here to see youV snifled 
Croonie. "I just came down to see the lightnings 
and the bugs. Sometimes they get in my head. 
Say, be you my father?'' 

The child changed his attitude completely as he 
said these last words. He was eagerly watching 
Strong's face. 

*^Shut your little mouthy you fool," growled the 
lawyer; ^^as if I had to father such a thing as 
you are." 

"You made me a thing," replied the child, back* 
ing away and looking about for a chance to es- 
cape. "I didn't drop myself when I was a little 
brat, did I? All the boys say you're my dad, and 
I'm so sorry." j 

"Who told you I was your dad, did you say?** 
[ ^Well, all the boys told me so, and I beliere 
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':^v']iat tUey say, too. Th^ call me Silly Simpla 
iWTiat does that mean?*' 

^'It means that the boys are all idiots and that 
tybn're the biggest in the lot." 

''Oh, it does, does it? Well, I asked Annt Mar- 
Igaxet if yon was my pa and she jnst cried and 
said my mother died awful hard, and not to ask 
Her any qnestions." 

Strong stood looking down upon the child. 
flThere was everything about the little fellow that 
seemed to be all one could desire in a boy. But 
the intense jargon that often fell from his lips 
made one's blood run cold. 

Only the absent mind at times indicated the 
child's condition. Any father would be proud to 
claim him were his brains bnt normal. 

^^What would you do if I were your father?'^ 
aedked Strong, curiously. 

^'Why, nothln', course, I wouldn't; only I'd like 
to know^ and I'd try to be a better man than 
you." 

'^Why do you think Fm not good?" askeA 
Btrong, his face darkening. 
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'^Bmanse there are bats in my fiead," an- 
swered Croome, ''and lizards in my stomadlu 
Course you couldn't be a good man when that 
was so, could youf 

There was a wise expression on the child's fac« 
that baffled the man watching him so closely. 

"What's the use of wasting time talking to that 
brat?" whined Gid. **We have something else to 
do. Now then, old man, send the child away. 
Why, it's after ten, and little owls ought to be in 
bed long ago." 

Groonie took this for a hint and turned toward 
the door. If the men had been looking th^ would 
have seen him glancing into the shadows behind 
them. But he did not wait long, and in a mo- 
ment was scurrying up the road. 

'^They didn't know that I waa a looking for 
him,' he soliloquized aB he scampered along. ^'I 
want to give him this knifa He couldn't find 
it that night. But Groonie found it, king dear^ 
and you shall have it before any one can get it 
from me. Funny that the point is brokM elf.'* 
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JAb he ran he took the knife from his pocket and 
looked it over in the moonlight 
; "Ongh," gasped he, his blue eyes shining with 
fear; ^^the blood frightens me to death. If it 
.wasn't for the lizards in my brain I'd be so lone- 
some." 

Poor little mite of humanity, with but few 
friends and no real comfort. 

If the man left behind in the mill, who well 
knew that he was the child's father, had had any 
heart in his body for the frailty of human life he 
would have pitied the child whose life had been 
ruined by his own heartlessn^ns. 

**I ain't so 'fraid when the moon shines," he 
w;hispered as he rounded the comer of his home; 
^%ut the night is so dark when the moon goes 
down and the world' is asleep." 

fie stopped a moment, and then crept like a 
snail animal, into the house. 

The men at the mill were silent after the boy 
liad gone for fully five minutes. Oid spat his to* 
baceo across the room and refused to open hislipa 
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until he saw that Strong waa eDgrossed in his 
thoughts. Then he spoke. 

"Is the brat yours?'' 

The attorney gave him a look of displeasure* ' 

"Maybe; who can tell his own child?" 

"You knew the mother?" 

"Yes." 

"And is she dead?" 

"Yes." 

"Did you kill her?" 

Again the district attorn^ gave the man an hh 
dignant glance. 

"Am I on the witness stand I'd like to know^ 
Gid? If noty then I ask you to shut up. I don't 
feel like being questioned." 

"I should tliink you wouldn't after haying been 
father to an idiot" 

Qid spat again and then waited for his com* 
panion to speak. 

'^6 neither of us, Gid, ought to use sarcasm to 
the other. You^ own skirts are covered with 
blood." 

^^he same sticking to younu" put in Gi4 
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' 'Tossibly/^ replied the attorney, ''and all the 
more reason that we should be friends. There^ 
now^ Oid, shut up until you can say something 
agrfeeable." i 

"Fire ahead. What are your plans, then? Are 
you going to prove this against Robert Carlisle?'^ 

''If it is the last thing I ever do in life/' 
snapped Strong. "His life is as good as gone. ' ' 

"Better knock on wood," put in the miller, "for 
there's many a slip betwixt the cup and the lip.'' 

"Shut your croaking, Gid," angrily replied 
Strong; "you have never heard me say that I was 
going to do a thing, and then not do it^ have you? 
iWell, you hear me say that Robert Carlisle is 
yond^ hanging by the neck and I, Benedict 
Strong, put him there." 

Oid started and looked about bb if he expected 
to see a ifian hanging by his neck. He laughed a 
little. 

"It will mean a few thousand in our pocket if 
you get along well," he said at last ; "but you will 
have to get him to sign over the policies." 
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"That's easy enougli done; yon watch me^ and 
follow suit." 

If th^ two men, amply certain that tjiey were 
to have their own way in everything pertaining' 
to the human lives now in their hands, could have 
looked ahead th^ would have shuddered at the 
isight. 

But fortunate for men that the curtain of the 
future is tightly held down so that no eye can see 
coming eventa , 

Dick Hardy, after leaving his father's home the 
night of his conversation with his mother, made 
for the old mill. There he installed himself in 
one of the unused bins until such a time that he 
could meet Earnest Carlisle face to faca When 
in the afternoon he had gott^i into such a state 
of mind that he could stay in hiding no longer, he 
made his way to Mr& Weatherby's home. There 
the tragedy happened and he again escaped^ leav- 
ing no trace of his coming save a slight picture in 
j the mind of the craxy boy. 
'' Croonie knew that Dick waa there and had fol- 
lowed his instructions about taking up the knife 
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that had ended the life of Earnest. The other 
piece was in the haads of the law and the sheriff 
knew that when he found the other part of the 
knife he would know who the murderer was, and 
that in spite of Robertas confession there was an- 
other who must swing for the deed. 

After a long consultation in which Gid de- 
manded money for what he had already done, the 
two men left the mill, and not long after they 
had gone a figure could be seen crawling from one 
of the lower openings. 

"Well, would you ever believe that Benedict 
Strong would be hobnobbing with the miller? 
There is something doing, all right, and I'll keep 
my ears open. This is a dandy place to hide." 

Dick looked about and then made his plans. 
He would stay in the neighborhood until he had 
secured his knife from Croonie and then go 
away with his mother's help. Until then he was 
safe in the mill. 

At the slightest sound outside he would imme- 
diately go into hiding, only to emerge again aa 
soon M he thought the danger had passed. He 
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told Croonie to meet him at the mill, that he 
would be there for a week and he could remember 
^ many a time having given the child money, and 
now he was being repaid by the boy helping him 
. out of his difficulty. He wanted the knife, and 
wanted it bad, for it had his initials upon the han- 
dle. The events of the night were indistinct in 
his mind, but he knew well that he had not com- 
mitted that murder, but who the guilty man was 
he could not tell. During the scrimmage his 
knif 6 had been drawn from his Angers and he had 
lost it He had gotten word to his mother to 
bring him food and he knew that he would not 
suffer for want. He shuddered as he thought of 
his father, and yet there was a feeling in the boy's 
heart that his parent loved him even if he did 
follow up his trail. This emotion was accompan- 
ied by one of respect, for he knew that duty com- 
pelled the dear old dad to bring his son to 
justice. 

i' He expected his mother every moment with 
food, butshe did not dare to venture into the mill 
in the sunlight. Suddenly Dick heard the creep- 
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fngfiound of footsteps and M!*s. Hardy's flace ap- 
I)eared at the window and Dick could see a per- 
I feet outline through the small flicker of his can- 
dle light. 

"It seems, Dick," b^an Mrs* Hardy through 
her tears after the first greetings were over, "that 
I cannot live unless you can come home with me. 
And Robertas trouble. Oh, Dick, you didn't do it, 
did you?'' 

'What trouble?" questioned Dick, apprehen- 
sively. ^ 

"Robert has confessed to killing his brother 
Earnest, and he is in prison." 

Dick paled perceptibly, but the mother thought 
it was because of his love for his friend. 

"Robert did not commit that murder," he said 
with mphasis. 

"But he says that he did," put in Mrs. Hardy, 
'fand I worried for fear- — " 

^*I know that he didn't," replied Dick, and the 
4 cry from his mother drew him closer to her. 

"No, mother, it was not I," he insisted, reassur- 
ing her with a close pressure, "but who it was S, 
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cannot tell, but I know that it was not Robert I 
^vas angry enough at the dead man to have pnt 
him out of the world, but I did not kill him.'' 

"Dick, you would tell your mother if it were 
you, would you not?" 

"Mother, I can only say this : that I did not kill 
Earnest Carlisle. I ask you to believe me. You 
do not think me coward enough to allow my own 
dearest friend to lose his life for my crime.'' 

"Virginia Grey is heart-broken over Robert's 
imprisonment," said Mrs. Hardy, "and she 
swears, with the rest of his friends, that she 
knows he is innocent. I must go now, Dick; it 
must be nearly midnight and if your father 
should miss me I don't know what I could tell 
him. I must get into the house before he dis- 
covers my absence." 

The next day Robert sent for Croonie to come^ 
to the prison. He had seen the scurrying little 
figure speed through the shadows the terrible 
night of his brother's murder, and he felt in his 
heart that the child knew something about it The 
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crazy child stood beside the cell door peeping in 
with large widening eyes. 

"Does they keep you in such a little housey 
Robert?'' he inquired, thrusting his fingers in 
through the railing that Robert might touch 
them. "With all the earth and sky you might 
have mora If you could live in my head now, 
you're welcome." 

Oroonie stopped and waited for Robert to 
speak. 

"Croonie, I want to ask you something, and I 
want you to be truthful above all things. You 
remember the night my brother was killed. You 
were in the house then?" 

"Yes, I was," replied the child, "and I am so 
glad that he is dead." 

"Hush, child, I did not want you to say that.'^ 

"But I am, for he was worse than the lizards 
that wriggle in my heart, and I saw him killed,, 
too." 

"Croonie, did you see him murdered, on your 
soul of honor? God will not love little boys who 
tell stories." 
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"I ain't tellin' no story/* replied Croonie^ *<and 
lie was a evil man. He were a goin' to hurt my 
^ good lady," 

"What good lady, Miss Virginiar* 

"Yes, I heard him t^U her that you didn't have 
no money and that she must love him, and now 
that he is dead she can't love him no more.'* 

"Well, will you tell me who murdered my 
brother?" 

"No siree, I won't, I promised I wouldn't, and 
if I should I couldn't go to sleep to-night, for the 
bugs what would run around in my head." 

"Then you will not tell me so that I can get 
out of prison?" 

Croonie hesitated and then with a sly wink of 
his eye : 

"You said you did it, Mr. Robert; if you didn't 
what did you tell it for then?" 

"I wanted to shield the real person, Oroonie," 

"The beautiful lady?" asked the child. 
I Bobert nodded his head. 
' With a wild frantic cry the child ran from the 
cell and out into the street People were osed to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WHBN THE WOXILD SLEEPS. 67 

seeing him in this condition, so no one paid any 
.£tttention to the screaming child as he rounded 
the corner of the Weatherby home, and, reaching 
liis aunt Margaret he buried his head in her lap 
and wept many bitter tears. Down in the little 
pocket was a blood-covered knife and on the han- 
^dle engraved in silver were the initials that would 
^iell who the real murderer of Earnest Carlisle 
mraa 
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CHAPTER V. 

Zabi Titgkeb had been the keepar of the cem^ 
tery for many years. He had seen three of his 
wives buried there without much emotion, for 
women were easy for Zabi to Obtain. The older 
he grew the more he realized his own charms. Hia 
one little daughter, Trepheiiie, had been left to 
grow up as wild as the flowers she picked in the 
meadows. Zabi had never forced her to go to 
school, and thus at the age of twelve she was a 
great gawky girl without training and caring for 
nothing but boyish si)orts. Zabi had confided in. 
his daughter that he intended to marry the strong 
Margaret, who had been servant so many years 
for Mrs. Weatherby. The town had been stirred 
to its depths by the disapi)earance of the old gen- , 
tleman, who had been a landmark for almost half ^ 
a century. Then had come Dick Hardy's crime. 
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^and now Bobe:rt Carlisle. Old Zabi thought of 
all these things as he trudged along through the 
dusk, making his way to the old mill near where 
■some gigantic machines were being erected. He 
• had been employed to watch them for the next 
three weeks, and the work had come in just at the 
time when the old fellow needed the money. He 
"whispered to his daughter that with the little 
extra he would buy a new ring for Margaret, for 
the old one in the trunk, used by his former wives 
w^as getting green and ugly looking. As he 
-passed the mill the owner thrust his uncouth- 
looking head through the aperture. 

"Hello, there Gid, what yer doin^ here so late?" 

"Hello yourself and see how you like it Hear 
you're going to work for the new minin' company* 
ijuit grave digging ?'' 

*'Nope.'' 

"Pretty busy now?'' 

^'Nope, only one grave in the last two weeks^ 
and that was for Earnest Carlisle. Good job 
lie's gone^ too. What's your opinion about that 
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thing?'' asked Zabi Idter. << 'Tain't one in a hun- 
dred that thinks Bob Carlisle did that'' 

Gid looked out curiously from under liis i 
shaggy brows. '^ 

"Well, your opinion won't free the lad," said 
h^ "and I know that he killed him." 

"Oh, you're a fool, <^id," put in Zabi, "and sl 
tarnation one at that. Now where that knife went 
to is more'n aay one can tell. Wouldn't Robert 
Carlisle give it up if he had it? There's only one 
little piece, aud that was taken from the heart of 
Earnest." 

"Well, you jest wait until Strong gets after 
that Robert ; he won't know where he's standing.'^ 

Gid spat viciously as he said this, and Zabi 
turned to him curiously. The small lamp hang* 
ing on the wall gave a flickering light and the 
grave digger could see a certain emotion working 
in his companion's faca ' 

"I thought you were that kind of a fellow," he 
said at last. *^I kin tell you one thing: I never 
dug a grave free in all my lif ^ but I'd be willin* 
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%o do that for Strong. He's a treacherous son-of« 
a-gmii'' 

Zabi relieved himself of this bit of feeling and 
waited for Gid to say something. 

*What was that noise outside?'' gasped Gid, 
hearing a scream which sent the blood curdling 
to each man's heart. 

"It's the daflfy fellow," replied Zabi, "and he's 
to be part of my own family after a while. I'm 
going to marry his aunt." 

Just at this moment the child shoved his head 
through the mill door. 

"What do you want here, you fool?" asked Gid, 
sharply. "This ain't your property." 

"Nor yours either," sharply replied Croonie,. 
"if ther truth was known. My lizards told me 
t'other day that everything you have you stole." 

^TTou get out of here> you sassy brat," shouted 
Gid, "or I'll knock your head oflf." 

"Don't do that, Gid, because the child told you 
Jhe truth," put in the grave digger. 

" ^Tain't the truth. I never stole nothin' in my 
mf ^ and if that little crazy rat comes 'round here 
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jeUiog like a red Indian, I'll fix him so he won't 
bother any one no more." 

Croonie shook his head wisely. 

^^I ain't afraid of you, miller/' he snickered; 
^^but when I tell yon what I know then you'll be 
^ifraid of me. Ain't so sure you won't think I'm 
right" 

^^Come hew^ Croonie, and tell me what you 
know," coaxed Zabi; ^*you see I'm your friend." 

Giroonie crawled near the grave digg^. 

"Bobert Carlisle got out of prison and no one 
knows how, but it may be the lizards in my head 
let him out What do you think?" 

"Do you mean that the boy has escaped?" 
jud:ed Zabi, getting up excitedly. 

"That's what I mean, and he's a;pt to come over 
here at any minute." 

Zabi would have thought that the lizards in the 
ehild's brain were speaking had it not been for a 
white face that appeared at the door aud Bo))ert 
Carlisle sped into the mill. 

Virgie had been instrumental in helping her 
lover to escape. She wanted Robert to get away 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 
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der, and so, with the cunning of the haunted, she 
secured the keys fr<Hn the sheriff's wife and Bob* 
ert Carlisle stood a free man, but they both knew 
the 6erc«iess of the sheriff, and both dreaded for 
him to find out tke escape. 

^H3o to the mill, Robert^ and stay there^" per- 
suaded the girl, ^and when it has blown oyer a lit- 
tle I will help you go away, and dear heaa% I will 
go with you." 

The young man held the girl passionately to 
his breast, and he could not believe her guilty of 
his brothet^s death and he liad not dared to tell 
her his own convictions, lie was eager to go 
away, to (H>mme]ice life anew. He had not com- 
mitted a crime; in his heart he knew this^ and 
life in anothw country with Virgie offered him 
so much hapi^ness that he could not but take his 
freedom from her hands. As he bounded along 
the road tcrward the mill he thought he saw a 
' light there. He was sure that Old stood in with 
the district attorney who had been such a friend 
<of his brother'% and he felt sure that the miller 
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iwonld hand liim over to the law. Bat he did not 
dare to wait even to aBsnre himself whether the 
owner was there or not, for out over the night 
pealed the town bell, which told the citizens that 
a prisoner had escaped. 

Zabi was on his feet in an instant 
■ "Boy r' he exclaimed, with real emotion in his 
voice; "what have you done? They are tolling the 
bell for you.'' 

"Yes, and hide me, Zabi, or you, Qid, will 
you?" 

"You bet I will, and Gid, if you dare to squeal, 
I'll dig that grave for you I spoke of." 

Old turned his nose up at the threat. 

"I ain't going to have no criminal living in my 
mill," he replied sulkily, "and don't you forget it. 
I'll hand him over to the law." 

He would have been as good as his word had it 
not been for the commotion outside telling of the 
gathering of citizens who had followed Robert the 
short distance to the mill, and could hear the bay- ' 
ing of the bloodhounds and the sheriff ordering 
the men to hold back the ^ogs until he came out. 
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Robert felt that it was all up, and he stood de» 
£antl J looking about him aa the sheriff entered. 

^^Kobert," spoke up the man of law, "I'm sur- ' 
prised that you have taken this step. Your friends 
all believe that you are innocent of this crime. 
But you make yourself look guiliy.'^ 

"I want to go away, Luke," replied the pris* 
oner, "to another place. It would not hurt you to 
allow me to go if, as you say, y6u do not think I 
killed my brother." 

"But, Robert, you have confessed. And it is 
my duty to hold you until you are proven inno- 
cent. 

"You will all please vacate this place while I 
interview the prisoner." 

The sheriff had such a manner of authority 
that the men slouched away. 

"Robert," he began, with a tremor in his voice^ 
"you know, lad, for the sake of Dick I would do 
anything I could for you, but my office demands 
that I put you again under arrest." 

"Then why don't you let me go? I can get awajr 
srithout your being implicated." 
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^Hush boy, I hare a better plan. I am not go- 
ing to take yon back right away to the prison, for 
I have a certain clue which will give you your 
freedom. Until then I shall keep you here, rely- 
ing ui)on your honor not to go away." 

"But I would go, sheriflf, if I had the chance," 
replied Robert looking squarely into the sheriff's 
f^tce. 

"I shall trust you, however, but so that you 
won't be tempted too far I shall turn the key in 
the lock of the tool-house near here, where we 
have often held prisoners when the county jail 
was too full." 

**What is your clue?" asked Bob«t 

"The poii^t of the knife, which you never had in 
jour hand," answered the sheriff blithely. "I am 
j;oing to run down that other person, be he th« 
crown prince of Bussia." 

"Sheriff," said Robert, eagerly, "I had hoped 
70U would let it go that I was the man that did 
the deed. If you have any friendship for me you 
ivill seek no eindence against anjr one else." 
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*^hen you must explain why you are shielding^ 
some one/' 

"I cannot now, but maybe some day it will all 
come out righf 

The murmur could still be heard outside. 

The sheriff stepped to the door. 

"Boys/' he called, "go home now. I have the 
young fellow all right, and he won't try any sucK 
a thing as this again. He feels keenly the dis- 
grace of staying in a murderer's cell, and for the 
sake of his family I am going to try a lighter 
method. So thanking you all f er helpin' me here, 
I bid you all good night." 

Again the dignity of the sheriff's bearing 
brought a murmur from the crown. One after 
another th^ turned away and sought the rest of 
their homes. 

Then the sheriff brought the young man out, 
and, taking a key from his pocket, he opened a. 
Bcar-by building, which looked moi^e like a small 
coop than a machine shop. 

"I hate tado it, old fellow," he said as Robert 
^walked in, "but I hope shortly to have the guilty 
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Bxan behind the bars and you in your home. Fm 
putting you here to keep you from seeing your 
aunt She is heart-broken^ lad." 

"I know that, Hardy, and so is Virgie. Heayen 
^ows it's for them I suffer." 

Neither man saw that several pair of eyes were 
watching out of the shadow. 

"Oh, they have taken him," whispered one of 
the watchers. * Well, they will not keep him long. 
I pray the good Father in Heav^i to watch ov» 
my boy." 

Virginia saw the sheriff shake hands with Rob- 
ert, shove him into the city tool-house and turn 
the lock upon him. 

Another voice croaked out of the darkness. 

"If Mr. Bobert had pigeon wings like I have he 
vrouldn't need to stay in such holes. And little 
silly Croonie knows more than the big brained 
men. He knows how to fly to the stars." 

Croonie scrambled out as he said this and 
pulled at the sheriff's coat-tails. 

^Whiit are you doing with him/' asked tha 
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^^hild^ jerking his thumb in the direction of the 
tool-house. 
i "Hush, boy, no one is to know he is there. You 
always liked Mr. Eobert, didn't you?" 

"Yes, always. He don't hit me on my cocoanuf^ 
and gives me pennies for candy.'' 

"Then run along and don't tell any one you saw* 
me lock him here." 

"I won't," replied the child, *'and I won't show 
any one my bloody Igiife either. Now wouldn't 
you like that knife?" 

"Will you let me see it?" asked the sheriff, a 
Budden thought coming into his mind« ^^I'U give 
you twen<y-flve cents." 

"That much money is a lot," answered the daft 
boy, "but i ain't going to forgit that I promised 
to giye the knife to some one else and to let no on^ 
see it till then." With this he weat closer to the 
man and whispered: "It's all blood, and you 
can't guess where I got it" 
f ^^ou were in the house the night Carlisle was 
iniardered, and tiiat's where you got it Oiye it to 
me^ tey." 
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^^I shan't! I shan't! I'm going to give it to the 
man that owns it" 

"You must give it to me, child; it is evidence 
and I must have it." 

Saying this he crushed the child in his arms 
and began searching the small pockets. Pulling 
out an old knife he fitted the broken bit to the 
point. His face beamed with pleasura 

"Robert is as good as acquitted," he muttered,, 
then his eyes rested on the child. 
^ "Boy," he remarked, as Croonie was sniveling 
for his lost weapon, "take the knife and give it to 
whom you please. I don't care. Here is your 
twenty-five cents. Are you going to return it to- 
night?" 

"Yes," grinned Croonie, as he pocketed the 
knife and money, "When the world sleeps some- 
body else will have this knife." 

"Do I know him, Croonie?" wheedled the 
sheriff. 

"No, only the lizards in my head know who he 
is; so there, I'm going away now." 

"Let him go," muttered the sheriff. "I will fol- 
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lew him^ and if lie goes hom^ then again, in tli!e 
morning I will be on his trail. On the whole I 
believe I will put some one to watch the child. . 
In the daytime there is no fear that he will go to 
the murderer, and I have as good as got my man.'' 

He watched the daft child until he saw him go 
into the Weatherby home, and then returned to 
the mill. 

A girl glided from the tall shadow of a tree as 
the sheriflf made his retreat. Virginia Grey was 
determined that her lover should go free. 

"Robert is in that place," she cried to herself, 
^'and I am sure I could open the door. I'll bet 
Zabi has keys to it." 

She walked about the tool-house and at last put 
lier lips to the keyhole. 
; "Eobert," she whispered, "it's Virgie." 

"And are you alone?" came back the answer 
from the imprisoned man. 

^T'es." 
; *What are you doing here?" 

^Tass me out an axe, dear, or some tool that I 
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can pry this lock wittu Hurry, Robert; any ona 
might happen along at any moment" 

"But, sweetheart ^^ 

"Don't wait to talk about it, Rob, dear. I tell 
you there might, at any tim^ something happen 
so I could not help you. There, that^s it — a 
hammer." 

She drew a large sledge-fiammer through the 
small grating and was about to lift it to knock 
the lock from the door, when a footstep behind 
her arrested her arm. 

"What are you doing here, miss(, at this time of 
night?" asked a voice, and Zabi looked curiously 
at the girl. "This is a time of spooks and what 
nota First the sheriff takes a young man away 
and sticks him somewhere when our backs are all 
turned, then you appear with a hammer in your 
hand. Have you any designs on that door, my 
dearf^ 

Virginia Knew that the grave digger realized 
, what she intended to do, S6 she said boldly : 
• "XTncle Zabi, you have known me evet since I 
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was a baby, and if you have a key to this tool-* 
liouse^ will you loan it to me?'^ « 

I ^^I can't miss^ much as I would like to, and I 
know how your poor little heart is a-beating, for 
Zabi ain't such a fool as he look&" 

*^Then give me the key, Zabi, and I'll give you a 
kiss." 

*'Gosh, I'll do that in a minute," replied the 
susceptible ZabL 

^^But I ain't got no right to do nothin' like thal^ 
but for a kiss you might rob my pocket" 

Virginia threw h» anns about the man's neck 
and gave him a sounding kiss. Then ^e put her 
hand in his trouser pocket and drew out a long: 
brass ke^. 



3 
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YTBenfB heart beat high with anticipatioii, and 
she would free ha* loyer and flee the eonntry with 
him, and as quick as a flash she had the door 
opened and Bobert bounded out 

She recoiled back as she saw the handcnffs 
upon his hands. 

"Quick/' she cried, "don't lose an instant The 
midnight train stoi)s at the junction and jon are 
to take it. Go away and I'll follow. We could 
live in Europe as well as here." 

Robert's heart thrilled with delight, and he 
wanted to be free, and e«5)ecially now that he 
knew that Virginia was not guilty of the crime he 
was charged with. 

"Fil^ Virgie, I can't get away with these on.^ 

8he darted into the tool house* 
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^"^ Sbshe ventured out witb the instrument in her 
fingers she saw the shadow of a man glide from 
iiehind the tool-housa Before she had time to 
think Benedict Strong was facing them. 

**Ah, so you thought you could escape, did you, 
Bbbert? Well, let me tell you that fate is against 
joiL. Nothing now can save you from the gal- 
Iowa Miss Orey, don't you know that it is 
^{gainst the law to help free a criminal?'' 

*^I dont care, and oh, won't you go away and 
leave us alone? I love Robert, so much, and if 
I am evet to be his wife I can't have him in 
prison. And he didn't commit that murder, and 
you know it" 

''Such talk won't go down with me, my pretty 
miss^" replied the district attorney ; "so you might 
as well B&id him into the tool-house again." 

^ am a prisoner here in the hands of the 
sKeriff/' said Bobert, haughtily,, "and not of the 
district attorney ^ let me assure you of that, Mr., 
Btrong; You may leav^ here now." 

^I am here to speak with this young lady,'^ 
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Teplied strong. '*I will talk with yon when I 
convict yon and send yon to '' 

"That yon will never do," cried Virginia. "God ^ 
is too good to allow snch a thing." 

"Yon had better place that man back nnder 
lock and key." 

"And if I refnser 

"Then I shall arrest yon as his accomplic^'^ 
answered the attorney. 

"Yon're a beastly coward, Strong," shontedL 
IBobert, "to bnlly a woman." 

"And yon are a fool," retorted the attorney; 
"Here is a kick for yon." 

Before Virginia conld prevent him the man of 
the law had slapped her lover across his face^ 
and the shackled hands conld not prevent the 
assanlt. 

"Yon wonld not dare to do snch a thing if I 
were free," gasped Robert "Oh, to have the nse 
of my hands for a few moments!" 

"That yon will never do while you have breatK 
in yonr body. When yon cease to breathy then 
jronr lady-love here will have the opportimi^ of 
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folding tfiem across your lifeless body, and I shall 
have one more feather in my professional crown,^' 

"Oh, how dare you!^' sobbed Virgie "I be- 
lieve — and here I want you to listen to what I 
say — I believe that the time will come when you 
will be behind the bars for this crime yourself. 
Therei, now^ you may take that for what it is 
wrorth.^ 

"Which is not a cent,** cried the attorney. 
**Now, back into the tool-house." 

Bobert was not able to help himself, his 
ehackled hands keeping him under the control 
of the other man. He felt himself bodily thrown 
into his prison and heard the door closed upon 
him. 

**Now, then," cried Strong, as he snapped the 
lock, "I want that key." 

"I won't give it to you," retorted Virgie, "I 
want you to listen to me." 

"I won't listen or hear you speak a word until 
I get that key. There, now, you may speak, ^ 
miss," and Strong placed^ the brass k^ in his '^ 
dpocket. 
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"I must understand you,'^ cried the girL "I 

want Ms life and you his '^ 

\ ^^Death," snapped Strong, "But you have it in 
your power to free hiuL*^ 

^^How?'^ 

^*By giving yourself to me. I want you, I al- 
ways have; in fact, I shall never be a happy man 
until I hold you in my arms." 

"That can never be," sobbed Virgie. "I love 
Mm ; you wouldn't want me to come to you, lov- 
ing him with my whole heart '^ 

"I want ypu aily way, I don't care how. I will 
make you love me after he is gone. You cannot 
help it I shall give you all the beauties of the 
world, everything a woman could desire^ and 
what more can I say?" 

Bobert snorted from the inside, as he could 
plainly hear the words, and thc^ stung Mm like 
adders upon the tender flesh. 

^^Oh, will all the heavenly angels help me to 
be free!" he cried, with pain. "I will protect 
you, cMld." 
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^*Then I undepstand that you demand a sacri- 
fice of me that his life might be spared?'^ 

Strong nodded. Virgie's voice was so low that 
she hoped Robert would not hear her. 

"Yes, yes; will you do so much. for him? I 
want you, with or without your love — I care not/' 

"No, no, I cannot." 

With the desperation of one without hope she 
threw herself upon the ground and sobbed out 
hep agony. 

"Then the law may take its course,'^ replied 
the lawyer. "I offer him one more chance through 
jou.^' 

Into Virgie's mind flooded the thoughts of the 
2^ast. 

She arose quickly to her feet 

"You will set him free, or I will proclaim you 
:a murdCTer." 

"WhatP' 

"It is youp safety for his freedom. Listen to 
me : I know that the old uncle of Robert disap- 
peared and 'that he was lured to this mill. I 
icnow by whom. And I also know that lie was 
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thrown over the wheel and killed, and that yom 
are his piurderer. Now, then, will you give me 
^ his life for your liberty?'^ 

"You dare to speak a word of this," replied the ■ 
district attorney, in a low voice, "and I'll kill 
you. Do you hear? And, besides, you have na 
proof, no way of showing that what you say ia 
trua Where did you hear this?" 

"From your own lips, as you told it to Earnest 
Carlisle. So, now will you listen to me? Give 
me that key." 

"Never." 

"Then I shall inform the sheriflf." 

"Not yet," replied the attorney, in a low, sin- 
ister tone. "I know a man who would as soon 
put you out of the way as he did the old fossiL 
Gid, Gid, are you in there?" 

The miller came out, rubbing his ^es. 

"This girl knbws that we killed Bob's uncle." 

"And is she going to tell?" 

"It looks like it." 

"Then she shall go after him over the wheel." 

^^Stop," reasoned Strong; "put her in the mill 
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Tintil she either comes to our terms or refuses^ 
and it will be time to use violence then.'^ 

Qid dragged the helpless Virgie into the milLj 
She could hear Robert pounding on the door with 
his shackled hands. 

^*What shall I do?'' gasped Strong. "What a 
fool I was to tell that story to Earnest The old 
adage is that walls have ears^ and I believe it is 
true. She was the rustling behind the curtain. 

"Gid/' he cried, as the miller appeared, "yott 
take these policies and take care of them, for 
God's sake. Put them in the saf^, and after Rob- 
ert Carlisle is dead we will get the money." 

"I'll take them home," responded the miller; 
"and I'd like to see the devil get them after thejr 
are once in the old woman's hands." 

The town seemed to be in a terrible uproar/ 
Strong had seen shadows flit by time and again^ 
when on a normal night every honest citizen 
would be resting in his bed. 

Zabi, he knew, was dozing now at his post near , 
the machinery, and the hours were running on - 
toward midnight 
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His brain was all in a whirl with excitement 
That so many things should happen in one night 
was more than he would ever have imagined. 
The tool-house held the man he hated. The im- 
prisoned girl in the mill he loved, but she held a 
deadly secret against him which would put him 
in prison for life or might entangle his neck in 
the hangman's noose. 

He saw two figures coming up the long, white 
road, and a woman's dress disclosed their sex* 

He leaned back against a tree and waited. 

Margaret and Zabi's daughter rounded the 
corner. 

"What are you doing here?" growled the at- 
torney. 

"Same question to yourself/' cried the woman. 
•^Tm bringing my lover a bite to eat, and in the 
meantime seeing the sight The bell a-rii^ing 
made the whole town get up." 

"And I suppose, like a woman, you couldn't 
sleep unless you had your nose in. Zabi's out 
there by the machines." 

"What if he is," retorted Maigaret; "any busi^ 
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ness of yours? Don't hurry away ; your company 
is 80^ delightful.'' 

The man had been fingering a certain little 
steel key hanging to a chain. Trephenie saw it 
fall and immediately picked it up. 

"You must give that to me," said Strong^ no- 
ticing that he no longer had the k^. ^^I must 
have it.'' 

"I don't think so," laughed Trephenie, " 'cause 
it is such a pretty little key." 

"I'll knock your head oflf if you don't give it 
to me," shouted Strong. But Margaret stepped 
in between the angry man and the child and 
held up her hand. 

"Don't touch her " 

"No, 'cause I'm goiag to be her child," put in 
Trephenie. "My father is going to marry her, and 
long 's she ain't go no children of her own, then 
I'm to be her only one, ain't I?" 

'T)on't tell all you know, child," replied the 
big-hearted woman ; but she fondly smoothed the 
tangled hair and lifted the small, dirty fingera ^ 
between her own. 
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Strong wanted them to go away, as he feared 
that Virgie would make known her presence in 
the mill, and this he dreaded most of all. 

The miller, hearing voices, came out of the 
mill, and seeing Margaret, said : 

"Oh, so you couldn't even let him work nights 
without followin' him up. Well, he's over there 
by the machines, I suppose, a-sleepin', and the 
sooner you get off my premises the better it will 
suit me." 

"Well, you needn't be sassy, need you?" 

"I ain't bein' sassy, but I'll tell you right now 
that I won't have you on this place. I don't care 
w^hether you are a woman or not," and he slipped 
off his coat and let it fall to the ground. 

"I'll be a-puttin' my hands on you, Miss Mar- 
garet" 

"I don't think you will," said si newcomer, and 
Zabi placed his big form in front of his lady-love. 
"^^FU be a-takin' off me own coat," and suiting the 
action to the words the man threw his coat to the 
floor. The trouble was over in a mom^it, and 
when the grave^igger again picked up his coajt. 
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to put in on some kindly fate slipped his anns 
into that of Gid's coat, and he drew Margaret 
and his child after him to the place where he 
was to watch through the night 

Strong's face by this time was the color of 
marble. He did not believe that fate could turn 
against him, but so many of those who were his 
enemies seemed to be trailing about after him. 

Suddenly he saw near the tool-house a large 
keg of powder. It was used for blasting, and it 
he could only get it inside he would be able to 
blow Robert Carlisle into the next world without 
any troubla But how to do it. He could not lift 
it by himself. He would ask Zabi to help him. 

But he had counted without his host ZaM 
laughed loudly at the idea of his handling powder 
that might blow him into kingdom come without 
his own consent 

^^It strikes me,'' repliM Zabi to Strong's re* 
quest, ^^hat it would be a good plan for you to 
tug it into the tool-house yourself." He said this 
between the bites of Margaret's pie. 
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"That's just it, Zab," cried Strcmg. "I am 
afraid,'^ 

"And yet you want me to risk my life. Well,, 
I'm not doin' that, I can tell you/' 

Strong went again into the mill. He dared 
not leave, knowing that the presence of Virginia 
might be discovered. And then he feared that 
Robert might escape. It meant much to his fu-^ 
ture to get these two people out of the way and 
ieep them out. But how to do it? 

Gid was sittiog on an old, unused bin* 

"We're in a devil pf a fix, Strong," said he, 
drawing his shaggy brows together, "and there 
doesn't seem to be any way out, as I can see, 
either." 

"Watch me," replied Strong; "I don't intend 
to let my enemies get the best of me. There's 
that man in the tool-house, and the girl — ^where 
is she?" 

"Back in there, locked in a closet I thought 
of putting her down the shute and let the wheat 
down upon her, but I didn't dare without asking, 
jou." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WHEN THB WORLD SLEEPS^ 9X 

I wouldn^t do that/' responded Strong, shud- 
ing; "there must be some way to bring her 
erms without killing her. I have a little plan^l 
ich might do. Now, let me think." 
f these two men had known that ZaU was at 
t moment making a great discov«y they 
aid have shaken in their shoes. But Gid, so 
, had not noticed his loss. 
^abi took the ]i)unch of papers in his band. He 
n poked about in the other pockets. Evidently 
had struck the wrong coat, but, not being ten- 
!• in his conscience, Zabi proceeded to look the 
pers over, and his eyes grew larger and larger 
he read. Then with a grunt he emptied the 
ler pockets. 

There was Gid's old pipe and a bag of tobacco^ 
letter which was old and worn, with ragged 
;es, followed, with the name of the miller upon 

Zabi allowed two or three whistles to issue 
m his lips. Then he took up the bundle of 
)ers again and looked at thenu 
Tolicies on the life of old Oarlisl^'' he said, in 

nndertone, and leaning closer to his lantern.. 
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^^hat does it mean? There has been sme 
crooked work going on. Zabi, you are a lucky 
boy to be able to handle the money/' 

He leaned back and closed his eyes> and mut- 
tered over to himself the amounts of the policies. 
He saw that they were made out to Robert Car- 
lisle and that the young man was the sole bene- 
ficiary. 

He knew the coat Gid had worn was the clue 
which would free Bobert Carlisle from the hang- 
man's noose and give back to the suffering Vi^ 
ginia her sweetheart 
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OHAPTEB VII. 

Dice had been listening to every word that 
had been uttered in the old mill. He could peek 
through the crack of the bin and see the old 
miller moving about^ and he heard the converaa- 
tiOTT between Gid'and the district attorney. He 
had been waiting for Croonie to come and give 
him the knife, but the boy had not been able to 
accomplish it. 

The night after Zabi had discovered the poli- 
'Cies Dick was waiting for the coming of the boy, 
and the miller had kept an eagle eye upon the 
room where Vii^e had been hidden, for he feared 
that she might be discovered. If he had known 
of Dick^s presence he would in all probability 
have treated the young fellow as he had Robert's 
uncla 
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At this time, on the morning after the impris- 
oning of Rob in the tool-house, Dick was waiting^ 
for Oroonie's appearance. It was Sunday morn- 
ing, and he realized that the boy might take thisr 
opportunity to bring him the tell-tale knife^ He 
had not dared to tell his mother of his fear, and 
rested his hope upon the idiot child returning, 
him the initialed knife. 

The church bells had not ceased tolling for the 
gathered children to file into Sunday-school when 
the sheriff could be seen coming from his home 
and casting his eyes over the multitude of little- 
ones waiting in line at the church door. 

He saw standing with his head high in the air 
and a consequential expression on his pretty ^ace 
the imbecile boy Croonie. 

The sheriff waited about until the school was 
called and then secreted himself and waited for 
their dismissal. 

He had not waited long when he saw the door 
open slightly and a small, curly head protrude ,_ 
itself through the opening. ^ 

Croonie looked about suspiciously^ aad then^ 
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iwdthout waiting for another glance^ he darted 
from the church and sped down the road toward 
the old mill. 

In an instant the sherijff was after him. Hardy 
could scarcely keep up with the small flying feet, 
l)ut he succeeded in rounding the comer as the 
child slid into the building, where Dick was 
seated upon a box turned bottom up. 

"There! I bet nobody saw me a-coming here^ 
all right I left Miss Brown a-telling the boys 
about how Moses was fouJid in the buUrushes. 
Mighty interesting, and I wish I could have 
stayed^ but I thought I could see you now and 
give you this.'' 

'*Then no one followed you, boy?'' cried Dick. 

*^o; but, you see, the bats in my brain kept 
a-flitting against the walls, and it made me sick. 
Hark ! what was that?" 

"Nothing," replied Dick, pricking up his ears. 
nhope " 

He had not finished the sentence when the door 
burst open, and he had just time to slip into ai 
dark wheat bin when the sheriff entered. 
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"C5roome/^ b^an Hardy, **whOTe is the man 
you were talking to?*' 

^^I wajsn't talking to no one, but just to myself 
and what's a running about in my head.'' 

Hardy heard the rustling in the bin and turned 
his attention toward it, and With a determined 
expression upon his face he iK)inted his revolver 
into the darkness. Dick felt a twinge and knew 
that the bullet had lodged in his flesh, and he 
sprang up, for he feared another would take his 
life. He lifted a large board from the bin and 
lodged it squarely over the he^ of the sheriflF. 

As he stepped out from the darkness he saw 
his father stretched out upon the floor. 

"Poor dad," he murmured, softly. "I simply 
had to do it. He can't be dead. He will come to^ 
but my mother will never forgive me." 

He raised his head like a hunted animal, and 
then the sound of some one miming along the 
road sent him back into hiding. 

Benedict Strong had also missed his usual Sun* 
day morning church and with a guilty conscience 
turned his face toward the milL He heard the 
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l(hot fired and his steps Itiad sent Dick into hiding 
again. 

Gid also hurried to the scene, having met 
Croonie on the road running for home. 

"Better go and see what's going on at your 
mill,'' cried the boy, and he was off again. 

Gid and Strong entered the mill together. 

"I heard a shot fired from here," cried the at- 
torney, ^Tbut there doesn't seem to be any one 
about My heavea ! here's the sheriff." 

Together they raised the insensible man in 
their arms and took him into the air. He was 
revived on the journey home toward the prison^ 
as Strong had placed him in a huckster's wagon 
and sent him to his wife. 

The two remaining men could not solve the 
puzzle, but that the sheriff had not shot himself 
was a self-evident fact. 

"Where is the girl?" asked Strong, after they 
had talked the situation over. 

"Where I left her, and she can't move hand or 
toot What are you going to do with her?" ^ 
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"That's what I came back for," replied Strong, 
slowly. "IVe got to settle with her." 

"I'm a-thinkin' we're up against it with her,'^ 
answered Gid, spitting at a knot in a board at 
flome distance. "You see, if we keep her here we 
will have all the neighborhood out after her, and 
if we let her go she will tell upon us." 

"You needn't worry about that, Gid," snapped 
Strong. "There is no danger of her getting away 
from us, now that we have her in our power, but 
I wish the girl would consult to become my wife, 
and then all the trouble would be ended." 

He said this last as if to himself, and, although 
<Jid looked at him curiously, he did not speak. 
He had known all along that the attorn^ was 
in love with Virgie, but he also knew what a tem- 
per Strong had, so he remained discreetly silent. 

"You go and send her to me," said Strong, sud- 
denly. "I'll bring her to terms some way. I 
suppose Bobert Carlisle is still in the tool-house, 
isn't he?" 

"Yes." 

"All the better, for with his die^ace and her 
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own deatK staring her in the face she can't hold 
out long/' 

r As Gid tamed his back upon his companion 
Strong almost rose to his feet He had not had 
B pleasant night's sleep since that day when he 
had helped murder the old man^ Carlisle, and he 
appeared ill at ease, and even his dearest friends 
— and the man had many — ^thought he was so 
materially changed that they hardly knew him. 

"My God !" he groaned, "am I losing my mind? 
If I let go my hold now on life^ and this idea I 
have in view, I might as well give up all. If I 
could get that dead face out of my mind I would 
he satisfied, but I believe if I live to be the age 
of Methusaleh I shall be haunted. It is as Oid 
i3ay»— one cannot do despicable deeds without 
suffering for it, for even in the daytime I feel 
that ghastly presence, and I'll down that spectre 
if it takes " 

He rose to his feet with clenched hands, for 
Gid, leading poor Virgie, entered. 

The girl started to pull herself away from her 
captor, but the miller's hands held her tightly. 
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^TTou bet she knows,^^ Gid cried, '^and if you 
Bay so—" 

"I say no, Gid," hurriedly replied the attor- 
iney, "You go and leave me with the girl." 

When they were alone Virgie drew farther 
away from Strong^ and the man, seeing the mo* 
Ition, said, sneeringly, in aiiv undertone: 

"There's no use for you to struggla I swear 
It will not bring you your liberty, nor his out 
Sthere." 

"If he were free you would not dare to treat 
me so," sobbed Virgie, 

I "That might be so," was the reply; *T)ut he is 
not free, neither will he be, if I can have my waj; 
about it, unless you agree with me to keep your 
itongue silent, and very silent, about the things* 
you know." 

"I will keep silent as long as I am in your 
power," answered the girl, "and no longer, and 
Ithen I will denounce you both as murderers." 

"Then I will draw out the tongue that will not 
cemain silent" 

"My tongue will be a good sacrifice, if I can 
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see yon on the scaffold where you belong/^ said 
Virgie. "Do with me what you please, but as 
long as there is a breath in my body I shall never 
change my mind. You are the murderer of that ^ 
old man^ and every one shall know it if I ever am 
free," 

"Yon shall never be free. I shall place you 
back in the silence again, with no one to keep you 
comijony but the old man's ghost. How will you 
like that?'' 

"Ghosts have no terrors for me," replied the 
brave girl. "It is you, Mr. Benedict Strong, who 
ought to worry about ghosts." 

The man shudd^ed, for many times had the 
Bame thought come into his mind. 

Strong ordered Gid to take the girl back into 
the room where she had spent the night 

She opened her lips and uttered a cry that 
^ould have aroused any human being within 
hearing distance. 

Bobert, in the tool-house, knew the voice— that i 
it was his darling, the girl he loved better than'* 
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lifa But what could he do for her, shackled as 
he was? 

He hammered with all his might on the door 
and cried out in his a^ony for some one to come 
and help him in his distress. 

Gid's mind was aflama He felt that the girVs 
presence, and the scenes that had gone before, 
would lead to his arrest if she were found there, 
and he went back with a determined air. 

"Something must be done, Strong,'^ said he, 
giving an apprehensive glance at the attorney's 
f ace^ "for with that girl alive our liberty is threat- 
ened, and with her dead we will be safa" 

"Then what ighall we do?*' 

"Bum the mill, Strong," gasped the miller. 
**It has come to the point when we will have to 
sacrifice, and my old mill must go. The tool- 
house cannot escape, and that means two enemies 
gona^' 

Oid was as good as his word. He half -dragged 
Strong from the place, and with his own hands 
lighted the fire which was. to consume his own 
chance of making a livelihoojl. 
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'*What have you done? The girl will be roasted 
alive," gasped Strong, who was really more of a 
coward than the old miller. 

"That's just what I want. Now, come." 

He started to leave the place, when Strong 
broke in : ' 

"Innocent people don^t run away from fires^ 
Stay here and do all you can to extinguish it," 

Inside the mill two people were wondering^ 
what had happened. Poor Dick was weak from 
the loss of blood. Virgie could smell smoke, but 
she did not dream what was being done. 

Suddenly it dawned upon her that the mill was 
in flames, and into her mind came the horrible 
conviction that the men had set fire to it. She 
gave one piercing shriek and ran to a little lat- 
ticed window. She could see far out beyond her 
the swinging arm of the shaft which carried the 
wheat. 

Her voice rose high above the roar of the fire. 

She managed to make an aperture in the win- 
flow, so that her tones were projected outward. 
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The agony of it reached Bobert Carlisle in hia 
prison-honsa 
I "Robert, Robert!" were the words which ap- 
pealed to him. 

"Let me out, oh, somebody let me out," juid 
Robert could hear some one pounding on the 
door. 

Margaret's voice rang out cl^ar and keen as 
she insisted against the arguing of somebody — 
Robert could not just tell who it was — ^that she 
would allow Master Robert to get out and help 
save Miss Virginia. 

"He is a prisoner," urged Strong's voice, "and 
you can't give him liberty." 

But Margaret gave no heed to the order of the 
district attorney and liberated Robert. She then 
made short work of the handcuffs on the young 
fellow's arms. 

"You are my prisoner," cried Benedict Strong, 
trying to stay the young man in aiding the girl. 
^*I cannot allow you to evade the law." 

By this time the fire was raging below, and tha 
girl was still crying for help. 
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In an instant Bobert had laid the lawyer at 
Ids feet) and was speeding up the shaft-arm. 

By this time many people were watching the 
fire, but not one saw a young man glide from the 
l>asement door of the mill and limp away toward 
the wood. Dick Hardy knew that death stared 
him iij the face if he stayed behind in the build- 
ing, and he would take his chances in the crowd 
outside. He made good his escape while Robert 
kept all eyes centered upon him on the death- 
giving trap. 

"I am coming, Virgie," cried Robert; "try and 
break the bars. There, now, lean on me and I 
will save you.^' 

The girPs arms were about his neck. Tho 

smoke came pouring from the windows, the long 

arm of the shaft flung itself into the air, and 

. Bobert was clinging to it with a fainting girl as 

his burden. 

The roar that went up from the hundreds of 
I throate and the aid sent to the young people only 
* added to the din, while the shouts of men and 
-women made the clear Sunday air ring. 
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There was much conjecture as to how the mill 
was fired. Robert could not give any evidence, 
and, as he was a prisoner, he could make, no 
charge against Strong and Gid for keeping the 
girl in the mill against her will. He remained 
silent and decided to urge upon Virgie that she 
should make a complaint against the men the 
next day. Robert did not try to escape after the 
fire. Sheriff Hardy, crestfallen over his defeat 
with the supposed murderer in the mill, had no 
mercy upon the now more than ever popular 
young fellow. i 

Robert this time was taken to the county jail, 
where he reoccupied t^ cell that had been his 
before his escape. 

How many times truth is stranger than fiction.. 

The young man debated long upon what meas- 
ures he should take to bring the real criminal to 
justice, being satisfied that Virgie was not to 
blame for the death of his brother. 

With this thought in his mind he went to sleep 
and dreamed that the jail was on fire and that 
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he was trying to save his fellow-beings. In the 
midst of the fire he saw'Dick^s face, and he him- 
self, like all dream heroes, saved the sheriff's son 
from the flames. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Thb morning following what might have be^ir 
a dreadful tragedy Bobert awoke with a dull feel- 
ing in his head, and he realized tiiat he had been 
wounded from his experience of the day before. 

As soon as he had had his breakfast he asked 
that he might see the sheriff's wife. Mrs. Hardy 
came to him in a nervous state, and almost in a 
collapse. The burning of the mill left her uncer- 
tain as to the fate of her boy. She prayed ear- 
nestly that he might havp been saved in some 
way, but she dared make no inquiries, knowing 
that her husband would not spare the boy if he 
found him within the county limits. 

Virgie had been taken to the sheriff's home^ 
and Bobert knew that the girl was under the 
same roof with him, and hence his desire to con- 
verse with Mrs, Hardy. 
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'*I wattt to ask you about Virgie,'' began the^ 
anxious lad. ^^Is she well after what happened 
yesterday?^' 

The woman shook her head gravely. 

"She is not,^' she replied slowly, looking him 
straight in the eyes; "we have had a doctor this 
morning for her, and he fears " 

She hesitated here, and the young man gasped : 

"Tell me the worst, I pray, for I cannot bear 
susi)ense." 

"Her brain is a little aflfected, so the doctor 
says." Then, seeing Robert's expression of 
agony, she went on eagerly: "But she can't be 
sick long; you know, she has such a constitution. '^ 

"That's true," replied Robert, his voice filled 
with intense emotion, "but one brain can't stand 
everything. What that girl has suffered this last 
few weeks woulffhave broken down a less brave 
girl before this. Mrs. Hardy, for the sake of 
your own boy, God bless him! I b^ of you to 
care for my darling, and if fate has it in store for 
me to regain my liberty I will repay you a thou* 
sandfold." 
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"You have long ago repaid me, boy," sobbed 
the sheriff's wife, "and, Robert, I want to ask yoi^ 
something. You know, I told you about my Dick^ 
and how his father is determined to take him^ 
into custody. Well, Eob, he was hidden yester* 
day in the old mill." 

Robert forgot his own grief in that of the 
woman. 

He uttered an exclamation, and cried: "He 
was not " 

"I don't know," broke in Mrs. Hardy. "I don^t 
know, and my heart is almost broken with the 
pain of not knowing." 

Robert, against his better judgment, soothed 
Mrs. Hardy, althoiigh he felt that if Dick wercr 
locked in the old mill there was little ^ope of evear 
seeing him again. 

All through the following days the town waited 
breathless for better news of the heroine of the^ 
fire. Virgie Grey was battling with deaUi, and 
lad been for weeks. 

There was nothing to do but wait, so the doc^ 
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tor said — ^just to wait until the cloud was lifted 
from* the pdor, tortured brain and to aid natoie 
in recuperating the weak body. 

Slowly the tired eyes opened one morning and 
I^Tirgie Grey was herself again. 

Through all this time there were two men 
praying and hoping that the girl would die, for 
her recovery meant a prison cell for them both, 
if the law should believe what she would swear 
to. Strong would have gone away, but he dared 
not now, for, knowing the working of the law 
so well, he realized that he would be apprehended 
before he had proceeded far. 

The only hope they had — ^and so both decided 
in secret conclave in the attorney's oflS^e — was 
that the story that the girl would tell would be 
taken as one from a disordered brain and Vir< 
gie's version of it would not be credited. 

One morning, when the sheriff and his wife 
were eating their breakfast^ the man inquired 
after the patient 

^^Strange how that girl has clung to life^'^ said 
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the sheriff, '^and Vet how chipper she's ancomilig' 
out of it I tell yon, blood tells every time." 

^^What that giri was a-doing at the mill is more 
than I can ever see into/' broke in Mrs. Hardy, 
after a while. "It's a mystery to everybody wta 
speaks of it. And in that upper room, too." 

"It might be well to ask hw," replied the 
sheriff, but his wife scoffed at the idea. Had not 
the doctor said that the girl must have perfect 
rest and quiet for some days to come, and not be 
disturbed by painful questioning? 

One thing was very strange: Vifgie could ii^ot 
remember what had passed for many weeks be- 
fore the mill disaster, and her mind was a com- 
plete blank. She could not even bring to her 
memory the death of Earnest Carlisle, and she 
could not help but wonder why she did not see 
Robert or some one of the family. 

"She will tell us all in good time^" replied Mrs. 
Hardy, with a woi^^'s insistency. ^ 

They were stiH talking over Virgie and the 
strangeness of her illness when a rap at the door 
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brought both man and woman from their chairs. 
It proved to be Gid and Strong. 

**We want to know where -that child CJroonie 
is/' began the {district attorney, suavely. 

^^e was tpld that the annt was asked to bring 
him here/' put in Gid. 

"Well, so she was>" replied the sheriff, *T)Ut 
we got some heart here, if we be the law. I 
wanted to see the kid." 

"It has been discovered," responded Strong^, 
**that the kid fired the mill." 

"Oh, has it?" answered Hardy, who always 
^elt like a cat rubbed the wrong way when around 
the district attorney. ^^Who made that great 
discovery?" 

Strong flushed to the roots of his hair. 

"Tou have no occasion to talk in that tone tio» 
me," he replied, looking the sheriff in the eya 
^^e are in the same business^ Hardy, and there^ 
isn't any reason why we should be enemies." 

"New frirads," grunted the sheriff. "An^ 
iwhat's morei, I don't believe that Croonie had: 
Anything to do with that fire^ and I might as well 
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tell you now as later. IVe been around all these 
ruins, and what do you think I found?'' 

Both men leaned over in a breathless attitude. 

"I found" — ^and here the sheriff stopped and 
waited with a half-smile on his face — ^**I found 
the contents 6t old Mr. Carlisle's iron box, his 
policies gone, and the box battered to pieces; and 
what's more, his body has been found in the 
river." 

"When?" ejaculated Strong, as Gid gave a fur- 
tive glance toward the door to see if the way was 
clear for him to make a dead run for liberty. 

"Last night, late, and the mill was burned to 
hide any evideujces of that death. We know that 
no child like Croonie concocted such a scheme." 

Strong kept his face quiet, although every 
nerve in his body seemed ready to assert itself. 

"You have Carlisle safe?" 

He asked this to change the subject. 

"Yes." 

•*Maybe you think he isn't guilty of the murder 
of his brother?" and the attorney also put this 
question very pointedly. 
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**Mothep and I was just a-talking about iV' 
replied the sheriff, looking at Ellen over* his 
shoulder. "She says like I do — ^that there ain't 
no use telling her that Robert killed Earnest, 
'cause he didn't, and that the boy is trying to 
shield somebody elsa" 

"Eot!" gasped Strong. "He's confessed, and 
that ought to satisfy any jury." 

"But it won't when I get through, Mr. Strong,'^ 
answered the sheriff, with a telling glance. "I'll 
show your office a clever bit of detective work." 

"It might be well for you to spend a little of 
your time looking for the forger who is adver- 
tised for," and Strong sneered as he spoke. "He 
may be your son, Hardy, but nevertheless he is a 
criminal.'^ 

Mrs. Hardy saw her husband's face whiten. 
She stepped forward with a glint of anger in her 
^es. 

"My boy ain't the only criminal who is outside 
the prison walls," said she> "and there may come 
it time when you will see that, and it won't be 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



tl22 WHEN THE WORLD SLBEPS. 

tbroagh your ey^lasses yoa'U see it^ either, but 
the bars of a ^' 

"Hush, Ellen," commanded the sheriff. "There 
ain't no use using your tongue when 'tain't 
needed; but I can add one word to my wife's: 
I'm going to prove Robert innocent ^^ 

"But before you accomplish that>" broke iu 
Strong, "I'll send him to the gallows." 

"And I'll stand by and see him swing." 

Old muttered this. It eased his mind to think: 
that others had committed murder. Always he 
r^retted the terrible murder of the old man,, 
and in this case it was that misery loved com* 
pany. 

"I want to see Carlisle," impatiently put ht 
the attorney; "so tell the deputy to let me In." 

He could bear no more. All along the line he 
had been baffled. He almost commenced to feel 
that he was on his way to a prison cell, and 
he knew that the town would not spare him, for, 
although he had lots of friends^ he could see by 
the expression on many faces that his move* 
xnents were not always approved of. 
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^ don't see how that man ever came to be dis* 
trict attorney,'' cried Ellen, when the two had 
ttimed their backs. "I wouldn't vote for him if 
there wasn't another to fill office." 

"Nor V grunted the sherijfif. ^*He thinks I'm 
going to let Robert Carlisle hang for the murder 
another man committed." 

"But you don't know about that, Luke." 

«I don't, doi^'t I? Well, that's just what I do 
know. Mother, I ainft told you nothing about 
it, and, in fact, I lied when I said that I fell down 
t'other day and hit my head. I didn't; Earnest's 
murderer hit me in the mill." 

'What!" 

"But I crippled him for life, that I know, for 
I saw the blood afterward." 

'What did he look like?" asl^ed Mrs. Hardy^ 
her face whitening perceptibly. 

"I couldn't see his face, sB he got away too 
qtdck. That old mill is better burned down^ 
'cause it was overran with tramps and wicked 
men." 
; It did not enter the sheriff's head that he had 
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shot his own son^ but the little mother trembled 
as she listened. 

"What makes you think that you saw the man, 
Luker^ 

Out came the story about the knife, t^old almost 
in a whisper. The sheriflf knew that he could 
trust this woman. She had proven the one con- 
fidant of his long life, and never had she failed 
him. 

"Are you going to let Strong swear this fire 
on poor little Oroonie?" asked Mrs. Hardy, after 
a few moments of thought, in which her heart 
trembled for her own darling and made her very 
tender toward all the rest of the world. 

'Well, I guess not He^s got to bring better 
proof than that he just saw the child near the 
place 

Strong entered at this moment. 

"I want to question the boy, Hardy. I know 
he had something to do with that fire. Where 
.is he?'' 

"Aunt hasn't brought him yet Poor little bratf 
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Strong, you're not going to try and lay the fire 
at that child's door?" 

Strong dropped his eyes. There was somer 
thing about this honest sheriff that always made 
him feel shaky. 

"He was near the mill when it burned." 

"So were you," replied Hardy, pointedly. 

"Don't be a fool, sheriff," gasped Strong. "Yon 
would intimate ^" 

"I would intimate nothing. But let me warn 
you that I am on the trail of something that's in 
the air, and before many days I will have un- 
earthed it" 

He had hardly gotten the words out of his 
mouth before Margaret opened the door. 

Clinging to her hand was the idiot child. 

Margaret glared at Strong as she came in, for 
in her heart she had always hated the man. He 
had been the cause of her sister's ruin, and the 
child's life had been made useless by his abom- 
inable temper. The aunt could never forget that 
this man was father to the child. She did not 
even incline her head, but grasped Oroonie firmly. 
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"You might speak to a man/' complained the 
attorney, but Margaret threw up her head and 
snapped : 

"So I would if there was one around. I don't 
see none but the sheriff." 

"Needn't be sassy to the district attorney/' pat 
in Gid ; "he might hurt you through that kid." 

"He can't. No one would let any harm come 
to this poor child." The tears filled Margaret's 
eyes as she said this. 

"We think that the boy fired the mill," com- 
menced Gid. 

"Oh, you do, do you?" snarled Margaret, sulk- 
ily. "Well, I don't, but I do know who did it." 

Strong looked keenly at her. Did she know 
anything of the affair? No, for although Gid 
Jiad done the job, it had not been talked over, so 
no one had heard plans, and very little had been 
said about it eveh between the perpetrators. 

"If you know who did it," replied he, "then it 
^ is your duty to tell, for that's all we want t# 
know." 
r 'Well, find out, then," snapped Margaret. 
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"^'You wanted me to bring the boy here, Mr. 
Sheriflf?" 
^ ^^Yes; I want to question him a little on my 
own account. Go, boy, into the back room and 
ask the cook to give you a coc^ie." 

"Not until I question him^" replied Strong. 
*^Boy, what were you doing at the mill the night 
ofthefirer 

'TTou know what I was a-doing. I was watch- 
ing you." 

Suddenly a thought came into the sheriff's 
mind. 

^^No, Croonie was not watching you, Strong,*' 
said he, putting his arm around the child; "he 
was there to meet the murderer of Earnest Car- 
lisle.'' 

Croonie looked up slyly into the sheriff's face^ 

"Do you mean Kobert?" asked the lawyer, 
while the rest present were breathlesa 

"No, not Robert, but another. Rob never com- 
I mitted that deed." 

"I will show you differently," sneered Strong] 
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*^he will swing before any one has a chance t^ 
help him." 

No one noticed a slight figure standing in the^ 
doorway. 

It was Virginia, Gray. Her eyes were dilated 
with fear, while the muscles of her jnouth 
twitched with terror. 

"Robert, Robert," she murmured. "I remem- 
ber now ; Robert is my love." She screamed out 
the last words. 

Every one in her pvesence turned toward her. 

"So you are going to convict him," she said, 
in a low voice. ^Well, Benedict Strong^ I will 
convict you firtrt." 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

ViB(^iE had Trained her mind. Everything on 
that terrible night came back to her, while those 
in the room were staring at her as if an appari- 
tion had appeared before them. 

"What do you mean?" gasped the sheriff. 

"I mean that J charge that man," and the girl 
pointed her finger at Gid, "with setting the mill 
on fire." 

Gid made a frantic movement toward the door, 

"He tried to take my life," the girl went on^ 
her livid eyes first resting on Gid^ then on Strong. 
"How was it that I came in that locked room? 
I could not fasten the door on the outside." 

"Maybe you were not locked in," insinuated 
Strong; "there's no telling what you were there 
fop," and the district attorney gave an insult ingr 
laugh. 
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"But," began the skeriflf. 

"There^s no *but' about it, Hardy," broke in 
the lawyer, "The charge is preposterous, and 
no one sane enough to think out a problem would 
admit the charge she makes." The attorney had 
taken his stand by Gid. 

"Nevertheless it is the truth, and you were 
there when it was done. 1 would swear to it on 
my death-bed." *^ 

"You^d better not,'' sneered Strong, savagely, 
^*for your word won't be taken. I will tell you 
all why she was at the mill. She went there to 
liberate her lover, and to prevent her from so 
doing I locked her in the mill, and I did not 
know that fhe place was in flames until I saw 
the smoke pouring out of the window." 

Croonie was listening with a knowing expres- 
sion upon his face. 

"Gid lies all the time," the child broke in, "and 
so do you,^' to Strong. "I know who fired the 
mill." 

"Strong," said the sHeriflP, "I do not believe the 
girl when she says that you did this deed^ but I 
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cannot blame her for wanting to save hinij and 
no more do you." 

"I blame any woman who dares to accuse a 
man " 

^^Who is guilty?" said Virgie, with scorn in her 
Toice. 

When the two men, Gid and Strong, were walk- 
ing along toward the village they ventured to 
«peak of the fire. 

"If that girl were only dead I should be satis* 
fied," remarked Gid with a grimace. 

"Ill find a way to shut her mouth>" replied 
Strong. "I'm going back to see her in half an 
iour. Give those yaps a chance to get out of the 
house." 

Virgie was so overcome with the thought that 
her darling was in prison again, and that the Fas- 
cials who had fired the mill to kill her were at lib- 
erty, that she went immediately to bed at the de- 
parture of Strong and Gid. And she had not jet 
iarisen when Strong sent up his card, saying that 
it was imperative that he should see her. 

"So you intend to thwart me/' he said^ as he 
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watched the girl coming toward him. "It is a^ 
pity that you ever regained your senses, if you 
do not appreciate the situation in which you 
place people who desire to be your friends." 
, He stopped here, for the girl had sunk slowly 
into a chair. She was still very weak from her 
illness, and nothing had yet been done because of 
her indisposition. 

"I do not count you among my friends/' she 
replied, languidly, "and whatever you have to say 
to me, say it, for I am very tired." 

"Miss Grey, sometimes in this world we are 
forced to do things that we do not want to do. 
I admit that you hold me in your power in a cer- 
tain measure, but I also have you within mine. 
Now, then, we can certainly come to some logical 
understanding." 

"I do not want to bandy words with you at 
all," replied the girl, slowly. "I have told you 
that I would not spare you, and I will not I 
intend to bring you to justice." 

"Indeed?" sneered the attorney. "We will see^ 
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^bout it. I shall make you another proposition. 
I suppose you want to see your sweetheart free?" 

**More than tongue can tell/' 

"3?hen I will make it possible for you to have 
^ him free, on one condition. You need not think 
that any one will ever believe a word you say, for 
you know that even your best friends did not 
believe what you said when you accused me of 
burning the mill. Robert Carlisle has accused 
himself. If he is willing to change his plea I 
will declare him *not guilty,' but, as I said, it is 
on one condition." 

"And that?" 

Virgin was leaning far over and looking into 
the man's eyes. 

"That you become my wife," he replied, slowly. 

The girl shuddered from head to foot. 

"I would do anything rather than that," she 
gaspe^. "To be the wife of a murderer " 

"Silence!" commanded the lawyer. "Never 
«peak that word again to me while you live." 
: "But you are ^" 
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'Ton have no evidence against me, and your 
word wonld not go against mine." 

"But yon confessed it to Earnest." 4 

"And he is dead. I tell you you are powerless, f 
and if you love Robert, and utter one word of 
what you have just said to me, he goes to the gal- 
lows. On the other hand, you have but to say 
that you will be my wife, for a^ another's my 
liberty would not be safe. I beg of you to tell 
me that you will " 

"I will never speak that word. I want you to 
go." 

"I cannot I must have your word that you 
will be mine. You may love him, but I shall be 
your husband." 

"Never, never!" 

"Don't you love him?" 

"Better than my own existenca" 

"Then I offer you a way to let him escape 
hanging." 

"He will never hang. He has friends ^" 

Yirgie was losing ground. She could not hold 
her own against the calm assurance of this man^ 
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Only, once in a while he wonld lose control of 
himself and a clond settle over his face; but he 
was so snre of his argument that the girl lost 
her courage^ and acted as if already the noose ' 
was about her loved one's neck. 

She was beginning to weaken. 

"I have a piece of evidence in my pockety" went 
on the attorney, "that will take the last hope^ 
from under his feet. Will you sacrifice yourself 
for him?" 

"Do you really mean that if I become your wif e^ 
you will pardon him?'' 

"Yes." 

"Then go now, and I will meet you to-night bj; 
the old tree on the river path." 

"I shall be thera" The man bent lovingly 
over the woman. 

"And if you do not keep your promise to m% 
then I shall kill you." 

Virginia's eyes blazed furiously as she said 
this. I 

1 He did not doubt her words. She watched him 
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away as he stepped into the street^ and then saxdc 
down weeping. 

"It is to save you, Robert. No one will ever 
believe what I say.^^ 

Mrs. Hardy thought it about time to come and. 
see about her patient, and found the girl in tears. 

"What is the matter, dear, child?" cried the 
woman«i 

"My heart is broken and my life is not wortk 
living." 

I (The mournful sobs filled the room. 
' "Why, little girl," soothed the sheriff's wif^ 
^^ou must not lose hope. He is living, and only 
Just now you should have seen his Joy at your 
jreeovery. It had been torture for him to thiid: 
that you did not remember his affliction." 

**I remember it only too well," replied the girl. 
"I shall not forget it" 

And then, seeing the woman's eyes full of tears, 
she exclaimed: "Oh, I should remember that 
you, too, have triala I know you are suffering 
ior your dear one." 
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iBnffering? Had ever a mother's beart been so 
filled with grief? 

} "Ck)d will bring all out right in the end/' re- 
plied Mrs. Hardy^ reverently. "There^ child, go 
back to your rest" 

!A. lonely man strode through tiie fields that 
Girted the Tillage. His face was deadly pale, 
and, while he was advancing rapidly, he showed 
great f aiigue. 

He did not lo^ to the right or left. Evening 
was approaching and the dusk had coyered the 
river, while down in the marsh the frogs croaked 
their ev^ng song. 

The traveler made his way rapidly toward the 
tiherifTs home. When he reached the gate he 
looked quickly about and, seeing no one, climbed 
over the lattice fence as if he were used to it and 
^ent around the house to the kitdhen. 

Mrs. Hardy heard a peculiar clicking sound 
* upon the window. 

She went hastily to it, threw up the sash and 
dragged her boy into the room. 
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"Mother, mother, I could not bear ft anjf 
longer. Is there any one here?'^ 

"No, Oh, Dick, my boy, my boy! I have 
thought that you were dead. Where hare yoiL 
been since I saw you last?'' 

"Don't ask me, mother, dear, but let me lie 
down. And, mother, you are the only one in the 
world who would pity ma I am so ill." 

"You are lame." 

"Yes. I fell and hurt myself." Dick said thia 
confusedly. "Mother, put me to bed, and I must 
not see my father." 

"He is not here, child." 

"Then I am safe for a little while. What is he 
doing now?" 

"Hunting for a man whom he thinks murd^ed 
Earnest Carlisle. He says he saw him the other 
night when the mill burned." 
' "Tell me about it, mother," and Dick sank ex- 
hausted into a chair. 

"He tried to arrest the man, and shot him;: *; 

I 
then the fellow hit your father with a board and ' 

iAlfsA him to the eartlu After he r^Eain^ bift' 
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senses the man was gone. But your father says 
that he mnst go to a doctor, and he has warned 
them all. As yet there has been nothing heard 
from him.'^ 

Dick trembled violently. 

"My boy^ I am going to put you to bed in your 
own room. No one ever goes there, and you shall 
rest I shall dress your wound, and your father 
shall never be any the wiser.'^ 

^'Mother, mother, I am so sorry for what I have 
done. I want to be forgiven, for I may not live 
long.'' 

^^Hush, child; your father loves you devotedly^ 
and so do I. There, now, lie down, like a good 
fellow, and don't worry about your old daddy. 
He knows that I hold this room sacred to you.'' 

Mrs. Hardy could not determine whether she 
should send for her old family doctor and let him 
into the secret about her boy or not. But Dick 
was so sick that he must have help ; so she went 
after the physician, and when she had him alone 
said: 
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^^Doctor, if I tell you a secret will you promise 
Ifiat you will neyer, never tell ?^' 

"I promise,^/ replied the physician. 

"But I want more than that I want you to 
«wear it." 

"But, Mrs. Hardy " 

"Don't waste time. It is nothing that concerns 
you, and if you cannot, why, then, I shall not 
tell you. If you are willing to make me the oath^ 
then I ^all be grateful." 

There was a quiet dignity about the womaa 
that filled the man with respect. He lifted his 
band and gave the desired oath without further ' 
questioning. 

The sheriff's wife then led him upstairs and 
into Dick's room. The poor fellow had lost con- 
sciousness and was muttering to himself. The 
.surprise of the doctor was more than he liked to 
4idmit. He saw that he had been trapped into 
keeping a secret which involved evading the law, 
but he could not help himself now^ so he went to 
iwork with a vim. He found the wound from the 
aheriflTs shot badly swollen. SDhe boy was suf* 
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Bering from blood poisoning^ and so he told tti€h 
mother. 

The doctor had no sooner gone than the sherifB 
came in. Ellen had been told by the physician 
that her son was very ill, and she was nervously 
excited when her husband appeared. 

"Mother/' said Hardy, "I believe that I am 
on the trail of the man. It won't be long now 
before I find him. Why, some boys saw a fellow 
limping across the fields only a short time ago.'' 

"But it might not be the murderer," faltered 
the mother, knowing well how nearly her darlin^^ 
liad been captured. 

The doctor had said to Mrs. Hardy that he^ 
feared Dick might be the man her husband was 
looking for, but tl^e mother's heart would not be- 
lieve that her son had committed the murder, and 

r 

although he had forged the check, it had beea 
under great pressure. 

She was now willing to battle for him evea 
against his father. She feared that Robert was \ 
trying to shield her son, yet she could not give I 
her boy up into the hands of the law. That his. 
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0Wn father had maimed him struck terror to ker^ 
hearty and such dreadful times she had never 
imagined could come to a woman. 
^ The next morning the wife of the sheriff could 
be seen creeping upstairs to take another look at 
Dick* He had ceased muttering in his sleep. The 
mother had spent most of the night at his side, 
soothing him, although she had feared that her 
husband might miss her. 

Wen she came down again Virgie was talking 
to the doctor, who was showing his nervousness 
by rising and sitting, until Virgie as&ed herself 
iv^hat had happened the good man. 

Mrs. Hardy sent the girl away on some pre- 
text and led the doctor upstair& Again the 
physician urged the woman to tell her husband 
^bout the boy. 

"You see, madam," he said, urgently, "your 
boy is undoubtedly the murderer of Earnest Car- 
lisle, and Bobert ought not to die for the crime. 
I have been thinking much of it during the nighty 
and I b^ yon again to tell your husband 
about it'' 
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** You have promised — ^aye, even more than that 
— ^you took your oath that you would not betray 
[ my secret. I hold you to that oath.'' Mrs. Hardy 
spoke sulkily and with determination. 

^TJfevertheless, my dear Mrs. Hardy, let me 
urge you " 

^There is no use. My boy shall not be con* 
Bected with this crima Robert has con* 
fessed " 

"But he did not commit the crimen and you 
know it." This was spoken by Virgie Grey, who 
liad been in the doorway as the doctor's words 
were spoken. 

"You have heard?" asked Mrs. Hardy, going 
forward quickly. ^ 

"I have £eard enough to know that Robert m 
innocent and that the criminal is beneath this 
root" 



f 
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CHAPTER X, 

The girl looked into the glowing eyes of the 
woman, and the doctor stood irresolutely by. 

"You will not give my boy up, Virgie?" moaned 
the woman. 

"If he is guilty of what Robert is accused of, 
yea You must tell me the truth." 

"I will tell you all. Doctor, you may go, for 
I do not need you again to-night.'^ 

The man of medicine was glad to make his es- 
cape, and he felt somewhat relieved that the girl 
knew of Dick's presence, for he knew that she 
would demand fair play. 

When he had gone the two women were silent 
for a few momenta Then the mother spoke. 

"Virgie, I took you in when you needed care. 
You had no one to be good to you. Had I not 
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done this you would never have known what you 
BOW do." 

"That is^trua" 

"And yet you will not relent. I ask. you as a 
mother who loves her boy better than life for you 
iiot to give him up to justice." 

"Then," replied Virgie, slowly, "if I save your 
boy you must save mine. I will keep silent about 
Dick and you must let Robert escape." 

"Can I do it?" gasped the sheriff's wife, in sud- 
den agitation. "Oh, tell me how, and I shall be 
more than willing." 

"Then give me the keys." 

"I haven't them," replied Ellen; "they are al- 
ways with the deputy warden at this time. Tell 
me what to do." 

^^e will wait until this evening and then make 
arrangements," 

Both women watched the shadows coming on 
with pale faces. They were in sympathy witH 
each other. 

The sheriff waa taking his nightly walk 
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through the village when Virgie announced thaC 
she wanted the key. 

"It is Robert for Diek/^ she announced, qnick- 
* ly. "I will tell Peters that yon are ill and need 
the doctor. All yon have to do is to be sick. I 
will call him, and he will allow me to watch the 
cells until he returns.^' 
. As good as her word, the girl called the deputy^ 

Mrs. Hardy was writhing on the couch in great 
pain. 

"Get me the doctor, Peters,'^ begged she. 

"I can't leave the prison, ma'am," began the 
man, looking about for another to send on the 
errand. 

"But the doctor must be gotten," insisted Vir- 
gie, "and, Peters, you know the sheriff would not 
be pleased if you should refuse such a little thing 
as this for his wife." 

The man, without a thought, placed his large 
bunch of keys upon the table, as if he almost di« 
vined what was wanted of him. 

Almost instantly Yirgie had grasped them up 
and was gone, ^he had unfastened Robert's cdtt 
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door, v/bifspermg for him to wait until she came 
back. She then returned to the living-room, and 
Peters was still pouring out the brandy. Virgie 
placed tSie k^s back on the table. 

"I want, oh, I need a doctor," moaned Mrs- 
Hardy. 

*^eH, ma'am, I suppose I'll have to go and get 
one," replied the deputy, and as he was going 
yirgie followed him and said : 

"You left these lying on the table, Peters* I 
thought you had forgotten them," 

Virgie bad Bobert in the living-room in a 
twinkling. 

"It means, dear,^ twud the girl, softly, "that 
you are to go Away.^* 

"But, Mm Hajrdy, this will get you into 
trouble.^' 

*^ever mind, you must go," replied the sher- 
iflf's wife, -"and that instantly." 

"But what is the use? If I do, I shall be recog- 
nized." 

"You shall go disguised,*' said Mrs. Hardy, 
** Awoman'B Rothes will give you an air entirely; 
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different from your own. Virgie, go to tSie closet 
immediately and get my cloth skirt." 

Almost before the words were out of the| 
woman's mouth the girl had her sweetheart ar- 
rayed in a long trailing skirt and a jacket, and 
over the strong, manly countenance was placed a 
veil, and Robert Carlisle's own mother would 
never have recognized her son had she not known 
that it was he. 

"There," cried the girl, "go immediiately to the 
river path and take the ferry across,, and I will 
follow you. Sweetheart^ you will yet live to be 
happy with me." 

The man dressed in woman^s clothes. pressed 
^ Virgie to his heart What he was doing now wa** 
for her sake. Without her love life would be- 
nothing. 

He had hardly let the precious form drop from 
his arms before the door opened and Dick Hardy; 
steeped into the room. His pale face was drawn 
with pain and his eyes unnaturally bright. The* 
mother sprang to her feet. 

"Dick, child, why are you here?"^ 
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^^To help Boberty mother. I heard you plan- 
ning to help him escape. I will do my share,'* 
A He turned toward the prison corridor, and 
those who saw him go knew that he intended to 
impersonate Bobert Carlisle in his cell. 

**Luck, old man r' he cried, looking back, and 
the sheriff's wife felt that Dick was doing some- 
thing toward helpiiig the young man who had 
always been his friend, besides working out his 
^wn salT^ation. 

Dick had no more than disappeared when the 
<door opened and the district attorney sauntered 
in. Some evil spirit must have invited him to 
make this untimely call. On each face was de- 
picted the Jigony of the moment. 

"You have a caller, I see, Mrs. Hardy," put in 
the attormey. '^Aad I believe that, if my senses 
are not wixmg, this lady is not a lady, but the 
prisonei^ Robert Carlisle. What are you, a mur- 
derei!;^ "daiing out of your cell?" 

The iMk of sarcasm that spread over the law- 
yer's faee filled Virgie with rage. 
^ ^it 4i not your business^ Benedict Strong/* 
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cried Bobert, throwing back the veil. ^^I am not; 
here to answer your questions^ so kindly forget 
that you have seen me." 

"Oh, you won^t answer me, won't you? Well, 
I think you will." 

"Not because you make me^" replied Robert. 
"Now, then, stand away from that door." 

"You shall not pass here aliva" 

"Oh, then, prepare to fight, for not for my lib- 
erty, but for my sweetheart, I am going to settle 
with you." 

Strong sprang forward. "Mrs. Hardy, I com- 
mand you in the name of the law to ring that call- 
bell" 

"And I refuse to interfere," replied the sheriff's 
wife, sulkily. 

"Then, by heaven! if you do not respect the 
law, I will. Move from that rope." This last 
order was to Virgie, who was clinging to the bell- 
rope with terror. Every room in the court-house 
had a rope leading to the town bell. 

"You shall not ring it if I can help it," she le^ 
^lied. "Not while I have life in my body.^ 
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Her glance fell upon the window, where a 
gleaming face was closely pressed. She gaTe a 
desperate cry, and Strong, looking toward the 
direction of her ga^e, saw Gid Snileman's evil 
face leering in at them. A wave of the attorney's 
hand brought the fellow bounding into the county 
court-house* 

"Gid," yelled Strong, "ring that bell. Do you 
hear? A prisoner is trying to escape." 

Snileman grasped the girl tightly in his hands 
and threw her from the bell-rope. Then violently 
over the town the bell pealed again. 

Strong and Robert were then in an altercation, 
which ended in Robert striking the attorney on 
the head and making him helpless for a few mo- 
ments. 

Every avenue seemed broken off for the young 
man to escape. Robert dared not go into the 
street for fear of meeting the sheriff. Virgie saw 
that her lover was so hemmed in that he would 
he taken back into custody. She drew him toward 
her and persuaded him to enter a wardrobe from 
iwhich she had taken the clothes he had od. 
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"The sheriff is coming/' cried sha "It is your 
c^ly chance. Now, then." 

She turned the lock in the door and faced the 
sheriff. Mrs. Hardy had succeeded in dragging 
out the district attorney, leaving him in the next 
room^ 

"Ellen," cried Hardy, 'H heard the bell; tell 
me what has happened. I feared maybe Johnmn 
bad escaped." 

Zabi had come in just before the Sheriff and 
had taken in the situation. He knew what the 
mother of Dick waa trying to do for his friend. 
Bo he said: 

"Thwe's more'n trouble to pay, fer this old 
IdeFil was a-trying ^to hurt these two women." 

Zabi melodramatically pointed his finger at 
Qid, who was slinking away from the stem eyes 
of the sheriff. 

" 'Tain^t no such a thing," replied Gid. "You 
look in thet room and ^" 

"Find another just like you," interposed the 
ever-ready Ziabi. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WHSN THB WORLD SUDBPS. I53 

iPnzzledy the sheriff went to the door and tried 
to open it, but Vii^ie held the key. 

"It is here,'^ she said, simply, turning the han- 
dle after the key had been fitted. 

"I don't understand all this," said Mr. Hardy, 
thoughtfully, as if he dreaded to open the door. 
"Ellen, can you explain?" 

Without allowing the woman to answer, Zabi 
^agam said : 

"There's a man in there " 

At this moment Strong burst open the door. 

"Benedict Strong, as I live!" gasped the 
«heriflp. 

"Yesy and locked in that room," shouted 
Strong, "to keep me from doing my duty. Where 
is that man?" 

"What man?" 

"Robert Carlisle." 

"He is in his cell." 

"That he is not," roared Strong. "He has been 
allowed to escape." 

"He's in that wardrobe,'' sniveled Gid^ 

^^hat are you all talking about?" pleaded the 
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sheriff. **! go away, and come home to find every- 
thing in a turmoil and a set of crazy people 
crowding the house.'' 

"Robert Carlisle is in that closet." 

Virgie touched the sheriff. 

"Do not believe them/' she said, earnestly. 
"Robert is in the cell. In this closet is a womair 
whom Strong was trying to harry. I allowed her 
to go in there. You may see her if you will." 

"Stop," cried the sheriff. "Peters, where have 
you been?" 

This was to the deputy sheriff, who just then 
came into the room from the street 

"Just to call the doctor. Your wife ain't well^ 
sir." 

This was not hard for the husband to believe,, 
for if ever a woman looked ill, it was his wife at 
this moment 

"Go to the cell of Robert Carlisle and see if he 
is thera Have your keys been out of your pos- 
session?" 

^^o, sir," replied the deputy, rattling the chaia 
which hung to his belt 
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"Then do as I bid you." 

When Dick Hardy heard from his upper cham* 
"ber that Robert was going to try and escape he 
tnew that there would be a great cry for him. 
His wound was not yet well. Only a few hours 
before he had begun to realize anything, but this 
fact came home to him with a sharper thrill. He 
could help his dearest friend. 

When he entered the cell and snapped the lock 
he sank down upon the bunk in a stupor. He was 
a sick man, but bearing it nobly. 

Peters sped along the hall. His position de- 
pended upon the discovery of the next few mo- 
ments. 

He peeked through the bars excitedly. A man 
was reclining on the bunk. 
, He shook the bars^ but did not wait for a reply. 

He was back at the sheriff's side without a 
word to the prisoner. 

He leaned over the sheriff and whispered in his 
ear. 

"The prisoner is safe in his cell. Open the 
wardrobe door/' broke in Hardy. 
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"Madam," the sheriff proceeded, as Robert, is 
bis trailing woman's gown, stood before him^ 
^'wko are you?" 

Boba*t pointed with his finger toward Strong. 

"She means, f ather,'' put in Ellen, "that Strong 
was cruel to her. She went in there to get rid 
of him." 

"It's a lie," growled the attorney. 

"It is the truth," gasped Vergie, on the edge of 
tears. 

"That is no woman," replied Gid. "I swear 



"And your oath ain't worth anything," readied 
the sheriff. "This woman can't be Robert Car- 
lisle, for he is in his celL Madam, do you wish 
to depart?" 

Robert shook the veil which covered his face. 

"Then," said the sheriff, with authority, turn- 
ing to Strong and Gid, "I demand that you let 
this woman go." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



.WHBN THB WORLD SUSBPfl. jl57 



CHAPTER XL 

The town was all in commotion, for Robert 
Carlisle had escaped, and the woman who had 
been secreted in the closet waB a man, so the 
sheriff decided. 

The agitation was so great that even Zabi, who 
was still watching the machinery, could scarcely 
keep his poise, and he walked np and down with 
Ms hands in his pockets. 

His own affairs with Margaret were not pro- 
gressing very well, because one thing after an- 
other had interfered, and the old man was tired 
of being alone. 

Suddenly Trephenie burst upon her father^s 
vision, 

"They're a-chasing a woman, rfad, and some 
folks hes seen her. If she comes here, stick her 
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in the machine pot^ 'cause 'twon't be a her, it's 
a him, and the she's Mr. Bobert, that's what 
she is." 

Zabi grasped the girl by her hands. 

"You calm yourself, child," commanded he^ 
•*^There, now, tell your old dad all about it." 

He had hardly given the order from his lips 
when Virgie rounded the comer of the old mill 
ruins. 

She knew that Zabi was there; and with a cry; 
sprang toward him. 

"Oh, Mr. Tucker, I am in such distres&" 

"And you corned to old Zabi, child. Well, 
that's the way. Now " 

"I only want you to /do one thing. When 
Strong and the sheriff come here make them be- 
lieve that Bobert is in this neighWhood." 

"Oh, you want tiie lad to have a chance to get 
away?" 

"Yea" 

"It's as good as don^" replied the grave^gg^, 
looking about to see if Trephenie were listeiung# 
But the child had departed. 
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*T?liaiik you, dear Mr. Zabi, thank yon so very 
much." 

I "You needn't thank me, child. I love the boy 
as well as I could if he were my own brother. If 
he comes " 

As if some intervening fate had caused it, Bob- 
€Pt Carlisle, still in his woman's costume, came 
upon the scene, and Zabi realized in a moment 
who it was. 

Virgie sprang toward him. 

"I could not get away, Virgie,'' groaned Bob- . 
«rt, "and if some one does not help me now I don't 
know what I shall do." 

Virgie flung her arms about his neck. 

"God bless my darling," breathed the girl. "You 
«hall not die, dear, for Virgie will save you." 

"I tried to avoid Strong's men, but could not," 
stammered Bobert ^Tirgie, there is no use of 
trying to escape fate ^^ 

"Fate has not decreed, my love, that you should 
die. I have been unfortunate in making Strong 
and his men believe that I was goin*^ to meet yoa 
here, but Zabi says ^^ 
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"You bet I said it, old man. You may or yom 
may not hev committed thet murder, but I^m 
going to help you out, at any rate. Now, then, 
into the tower with you." 

Hardly had Eobert disappeared, when Strong 
and Gid, with the sheriff, came running down the 
road. They could be se^n by Zabi in the fast- 
gathering light of the morning. 

Virgie had crept away, and if Gid had not seen 
the little form going down the road the girl 
would have escaped unnoticed. 

By Strong's request the sheriff followed the 
girl hastily, with the idea that she was going to 
meet her lover down at the ferry. Gid muttered 
something about giving Robert all he wanted if 
he appeared before the return of the sheriff. 
Strong hushed the words before they had hardljr 
fallen from the man's lips. 

"Don't be too fre^h, Gid," cautioned Strong. 
"Now, then, you know what to do if Carlisle ap- 
pears." 

"Yes; make him throw up his hands,, and then 
give him — the grave," 
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"I'll testify that you did it in self-defense/' 
put in Strong, "and you keep your mouth shui" 

"And I'll testify that you are a liar," said Zabi, \ 
in a drawling tone so rnnqh like Gid's that - 
Strong, who stood with his back to Snileman^ 
thought the old miller was reviling him. The 
miller, being deaf, did not hear the grave-digger's 
Tvords. 

"How dare you talk like that!" shouted Strong,, 
and his voice was so loud that Gid heard it. 

"I didn't sass you," grunted Gid. "But I do 
want to say to you that I have to get out of this 
town, and you give me the money to get away 
with." 

Zabi opened his ear. He could not afford to 
be oblivious to such a conversation. Why should 
the district attorney give this old miller funds 
with which to flee the country, and why should 
Gid want to go? 

"I'll give you the money when I see fit," replied 
Strong, "and not before." 

"But I helped you in the job of the old man,'* 
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went on the miller, "and now you'd better stand 
by me." 

"I said I'd give you the money when I felt like 
it. Now, Gid, you give me those policies. I'm 
ready to take charge of them." 

Zabi peeked out to look at the man, and could 
plainly see now by the light of the fast-coming 
morning that he was flinching from the district 
^attorney. 

"I lost them," replied Gid, after a moment's 
silence. "-The devil only knows just where they 
are." 

"Do you mean that you lost those policies?" 
roared Strong^ 

"Yes, and I'm glad of it. I lost them, and I 
ain't going to look for them, nuther. They are 
a hoodoo to me, that's what they are, and I hain't 
seen nothin' but the face of that old man since 
we did that job." 

"You're a coward, an awful coward, Gid. Shut 
up about the old man. What's the use of bring- 
ing his name into it all? He's dead— but I'll tell 
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you one thing, if you don't do what I want you 
to 111 prove thi& whole job against you/' 

Gid whitened to the lips. It is serious when 
accomplices turn upon each pther. 

"You pushed the old man into the mill as well 
as I did," whined Gid, ^and if I swing, yotfll do 
it, too. And I can turn State's evidence, that's 
what I can." 

"You wouldn't do such a dastardly trick?" 

Strong's voice was filled with alarm. 

"Wouldn't I?" shouted Gid. "Just try and do 
the sneak act by me, and see." 

Zabi heard the argument proceed and was gath- 
ering material for future use. 

When Strong was aWne, waiting for the ap- 
pearance of Robert, he talked the matter over 
with himself, and he muttered out loud, his voice 
filled with fear. The morning blew clear and 
cold, and the sun was fast trying to rise out of 
the far horizon. 

Strong seemed almost unable to get his nerves 
into check as he^ stood waiting for developments. 

He knew that Gid was frightened with his 
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threats, and felt now that he would be safe if 
Virgie and Kobert were only out of the way. 

Gid came running in from the road. 

"I've been a-waiting, sir, and it seems to me 
that there's a man up in that little tower-house 
where the machinery is a-goin' up." 

"Well, what if there is? That has nothing to- 
do with the man we wanf Strong turned away 
disgustedly. 

"I thought I'd better tell you, sir. It may be 
old Zabi." 

*^ That's who it is,'* replied Strong. **Now, 
go and look again. '^ 

Zabi, from his hiding-place, smiled, for he knew 
that the man in the tower was Robert, and the 
old grave-digger earnestly hoped that the young- 
fellow would not be foolish and make his pres- 
ence known. 

Zabi knew that Margaret would soon bring his 
breakfast to him. The woman, although faith- 
ful to her suffering mistress, loved this old grave- 
digger with all ^er heart. She was going to? 
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marry him in the end, as soon as Mr. Robert was 
acquitted. 

Zabi slipped out from among the ruins of the 
mill and went back to his post, and as Margaret 
€ame in she missed the old man, but came upon 
Strong. 

*What are you here for?'' cried the attorney, 
looking suspiciously at the basket carried on her 
arm. "What have you got there?" 

^*You just find out, if you can,'' replied the 
woman, with a sneer. 

*^Don't speak to me that way," commanded the 
attorn^* 

"Then I'll ask you what are you here for? I 
come bringing my good man his meal, but you— » 
you hain't got no call to be here at this time of 
night" 

"I come here in the name of the law. Bobert 
Carlisle has escaped, and you can't tell me you've 
got food for that old man in that basket I be- 
lieve that you are bringing it here for Robert 
Carlisla" 

"Oh. you do, do you? Well, then, listen : I did 
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bring it for him, and he is a-eatin' it down the 
road. By this time he is so far away that yon 
won't set your eyes upon him again.^' 

Strong jumped to his feet with an oatlu If 
what the woman said was true, then he would not 
get the credit of catching him. 

He bounded away without waiting to question 
the woman again. 

Margaret laughed heartily when she saw how 
her Irish wit had helped her to get rid of the at- 
torney. She had taken it upon herself to furnish 
Zabi with his meals while he had extra work, for 
iwas she not to have a new ring and the money 
which Zabi got from the deal? 

She went back to the tower-house, still with 
the smile on her lips. Zabi's eyes glistened when 
he caught sight of the basket and listened to the 
tale of his sweetheart He reveled in anything 
that bothered the district attorney. 

He told the woman to go back immediately — 
that he had heard something to attend to. It was 
that he had listened to Gid tell the lawyer that 
Borne of the contents of old Carlisle's box waa on 
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a little island, and that it would stay there for 
all of him. 

He then started for the ferry, and before the 
expiration of an hour he had the tell-tale evi*' 
dences which he intended to use against the men 
who had murdered the helpless old man. 

He fitted into the lock of the box the little key: 
his daughter took from Strong and the evidence 
was complete. 

The sheriff was at his wits' end. He had noS 
dared to accuse his wife of openly allowing the 
prisoner to go free. 

He sometimes thought that the girl Virgie waar 
in conspiracy with his wife, yet he disliked ta 
doubt either of them. 

And, on the other hand, Mrs. Hardy suffered 
because she had to deceive her husband. The 
moment that Robert disappeared from the room 
in his female attire she slipped to the cell whare 
he had been and forced her own boy to go back 
into his room again, leaving the cell empty. .She 
knew that it would not be long before the discov- 
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ery was made that Carlisle had gone, and then 
Dick, if found, would be held for his crima 

After darkness had fully settled she insisted 
that Dick go to the ruins of the mill and hide in 
some of the recesses, and she would bring him 
the food he needed as of yore. 

And through the darkness she took the lame 
fellow and installed him Safely where no human 
eye could discover him. 

The night that Zabi found the real murderer 
of old man Carlisle seemed to be one of disclo- 
suires. Bobert had evaded the law and had been 
hiding for some time. Dick had not been found, 
and the sheriff's wife breathed afresh and with 
more ease than she had for months, for she knew 
that Virgie would never allow Bobert to die for 
a crime that seemed now to be fostened upon her 
own son. 

Croonie still tried to find the boy to give him 
the knife, but he never allowed the sheriff to get 
near enough to him again to get the weapon away 
from him. 

rThis night, when the whole village seemed to 
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lie aroused, the child was seen to flit through the 
xoads toward the old mill. He had kept an eye 
upon the place for many days, but every time^ 
^ath a hopeless expression upon his face, he 
^ould slink home discouraged. ^ 

The sheriflE noticed the preoccupied air of the 
child, and with the caution of his office followed 
Mm, He knew now that Virgie had not gone to 
oneet her lover. The child might give him the 
clue he wanted. 

With this thought in his mind he tracked 
Croonie to the old mill for the second time, and 
came face to face with his wife Ell«n carrying a 
lieavy baaket upon her arm. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

* What are yon doing here?^ asked Hardy^ bqs^ 
pidonsly, his eyes wandering first to the basket^ 
then to the woman^s eyes. "Yon are bringing 
food to somebody. Robert Carlisle is in this 
bnilding^ or else I am mistaken. Is it possible 
that j/ou care for this man?" 

The woman braced herself as if she had re» 
ceived a shock. 

"Father," she cried, "how can yon say snch a 
thing to me, yonr own wife!" 

"Then answer my question : who is the man 
Ihere that yon are feeding?" 

**Won't yon tmst me, pa?" pleaded the woman^ 
<"Believe me, yonr name is the most precious 
Uiing yon have ever entrusted me with." 
j^ ^^Tfaen see that you don't abuse it Woman, I 
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Bwear that I will never take you to my home 
again if yon do not tell me yonr errand." 

Bitter tears rained down the woman^s cheeks 
as she stood between two fires. Her boy would ; 
be taken to jail by his own father, or she would 
be turned from her fireside^ where with all honor 
she had always reigned. 

She looked into her husband's eyes. His ex- 
pression was so stem and impatient that she felt 
the end of all her happiness had come. Then 
something happened that made the woman shiver 
in her heart Her husband turned toward the 
very spot where her darling was hidden. 
"Father, caii't you trust me?" 
"No/' harshly replied Hardj^. "I don't believe 
there ever was a woman who was worthy of the 
faith I have placed in you." 

The door suddenly opened before the sheriff 
had time to turn the handle, and Dick Hardy 
stood pale and tall before his father. 

"Dad," he bc^an, with tears in his ^es, "I 
meet you again under painful circumstances, and 
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the first thing I ask you is to apologize to my 
mother for the insult you gave her/' 

The sheriff looked first from his son to the 
mother, and, seeing the state of affairs^ walked 
to Ellen and took her in his arms. 

"Poor little mother," he said, in a deep under- 
tone, "I feel that. I cannot say enough to show 
you that I have wronged you. What mother 
would not come as you have for the sake of her 
<jhildr 

*Tather,'^ cried Dick, "I surrender to you, not 
for. forgery, but for ^ 

*What, boy?" and the sherifl! looked into his 
Bon's eyes. 

"I swear that I am the man you shot in the 
leg." 

The sheriff reeled back. 

^^You are not the murderer of Earnest Car* 
lisle?" 

^Tather, I knpw in my own heart that I did 
not murder that man, yet I was there when the 
deed was committed. But Robert was not as 
guilly as I, so I must stand in his place.'' 
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Just then they heard a sound like that of an 
owl. 

"It^s the child, Croonie," said Dick. 

^^Yes, I followed him here," said the sheriff. 
*^I should not have found you at all, boy, but for 
the idiot boy.'' 

"He has come to find me,'' replied Dick. "Let 
me question him, please." 

The father and mother withdrew into the 
shadow. Dick answered the child's call, and 
Croonie bounded into the enclosure. 

"I came to see you in spite of the bats. in my 
head. I hate bats, I does. Do you want the 
knife?" 

"Yes," replied Dick, now glad that he did not 
have to be careful of the tone of his voice; "give 
it to me, boy." 

The child held up the large knif^ with the end 
of the blade gone. 

"That's not the one, C5roonie. I want the knife 
ithat killed the young man, Earnest." 

^^Thafs the one," replied Croonie, stubbornly^ 
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^*the very one. .Why, I pulled it out of his bodyr 
myself." 

Dick shuddered. 

Then suddenly he called to his father, who 
came bounding toward him. 

**Croonie, tell my father about the knifa" 

The sheriff was handling the knife^ and saw 
that it was the same one he had fitted the point to. 

"This ain't your knife, Dick," he said, slowly, 
looking into his son's eyes. "I never saw you 
with that." 

Dick, without answering, turned to Oroonie. 

"Was there any one else in the room, child, but 
jou and me a^nd the dead man?" 

"Yes, there was a shadow — ^a big, black shadow 
that came out of the darkness and put this knife 
into Mr. Earnest He dropped and then the 
shadow went away." 

Dick turned toward his father a^ he reeled in 
weakness. 
^ "Father," he cried, "I am not guiHy of this 
murder. The shadow is the man who did it k 
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iRTOuld ask you as my father and as sheriff of this 
^county to find the real criminal.'* 

"So I shall, boy '* 

"And so shall I," and Virgie came in hearing 
of their voices and offered her aid to the father 
and mother, 

"I would advise you, Mr. Sheriff, to take your 
son home and give him good care^ and not to say 
anything about his being with you until he i» 
well enough to do something for himself," 

The girPs advice was taken. Hardy helped the 
dear son from the mill to the court-house with ai 
feeling of thanksgiving in his hearty and on the 
way Dick told him about how Earnest Carlisle 
iad ruined the life of his darling with false prom- 
ises, and how Mary Farrell had died and was 
l)uried with the money he had drawn on the 
iorged check. 

The sheriff was silent a moment, and then sald^ 
with emotion : 

"Boy, I wonder you could keep your hands 
from the fellow as long as you did. But remem* 
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ber, everything will come out well, and you shall 
mot suffer for another's sin." 

Virgie had taken the knife from Croonie, and 
[when she heard the statement that a black 
shadow had come out of the darkness and had 
killed the man Earnest, she vowed that not only 
her Robert, but Dick should be free from the 
charge of murder. 

Hardy, after seeing the boy comfortable, came^ 
back to find Virgie. 

He still had it in his mind that the girl knew 
where Robert was. 

While the sheriff had been gone Virgie had 
questioned the child, Croonie. 

"Ghosts live here in this old mill," said the 
child, after they were alone. "Big ones, too, with 
faces like devils. But I ain't afeerd of nothin* 
when I'm with you. Your eyes would scare away 
anything that wanted to hurt little boys,, 
wouldn't they? And when I look at you I cAn 
think perfectly straight." 

"That's what I want you to do, child, to think„ 
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and I want you to remember who the man is that 
owns this knife/' 

" 'Twasn't a man," muttered the child ; "it was^ 
a shadow — a real shadow, and it crept like this,^^ 
and here Croonie bent down and screwed Ms 
pretty little face into a series of grimaces. 

Then stopping suddenly^ he said : 

"There, that is the shadow now I saw that 
night," and he pointed to a long shadow of a maa 
which now lay in the sun before them. 

Virgie peeked about and saw Strong and Gid 
coming toward them. 

"Are you sure you saw that shadow, Croonie?'^ 
Bhe asked, earnestly. 

"Course I am," replied Croonie. 

"Oh, Croonie, that is Mr. Strong. But I want 
you to take this knife and when they come in yon 
drop it on the ground. Don't say anything, will 
you, dear?" 

"You don't want them to know that you are 
here?" 
; "No." 
i "All right; then skip.'' The child's braini 
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seemed to be in good condition when he was witbt 
Yirgle. ! 

The girl slipped away just as the two men di»- 
covered Croonie. 

"Very funny that, with the whole town out> 
we can't locate that man/' Strong was saying, 
and he stopped short at the sight of the boy, 

"What are you doing here, kid?'' asked the at- 
torney, suspiciously- 

"None of your business," replied the child. 

"Then I'll make it my business," said^trong, 
swiftly coming toward Croonia 

"Don't get sassy," cried Crooni^ and the knife 
slipped from his fingers onto the floor, 

"What's that?" asked Gid, sharply, a» the click 
fell upon his ears. 

"It's a knife," replied Croonie, "and I want it. 
You give that to me, Mr. Strong." 

"Where did you get it?" asked the lawyer, his 
face whitening. 

"Never mind; it's mine, and I want it." 

"Well, you won't get it," replied Strong. "The 
knife is not yours, but mine." 
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Virgie stepped from her hiding-place at this 
moment, and said, jubilantly : 

"That^s right, Benedict Strong. The knife ia 
j^ours, and the owner of the knife is wanted for 
the murder of Earnest Carlisle." 

Strong staggered backward. He had not ex- 
pected anything like this. 

"How came you here?" he muttered. 

"I had the child purposely drop that knife that 
jou might claim it. You fell into the trap, and 
this time you shall pay the penalty of your 
crime.'' 

"Ah, you are a clever woman, Miss Grey,'^ 
:sneered Strong, "but you are not quite so clever 
as you think you are. I will kill you before you 
.are able to give in any evidence." 

"I am not afraid of you,'' she replied, stoutly. 
^*Eun, Croonie, and scream out the whole story." 

The boy bolted toward the opening the fire had 
made in the mill. 

"Follow him, Gid," cried Strong, but the mil^^ 
ler shook his head. 

"The child can't do any harm. It's that girU 
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Now, then, miss, you will swear that you won't 
say anything about this affair, or I will " 

"I am not afraid," retorted Virgle. "I can 
fight and scream if you touch me, and I will. So 
beware." 

As both men rushed at her she struck Gid with 
a piece of iron pipe she had behind her back. 

He fell to the floor, and before the girl could 
defend herself again she was crushed in the arms- 
of the district attorney. In the mill were bins 
blackened by the fire. Up aboye these weife bush- 
els of wheat that had never been touched since 
the flames ruined the workings of the mill. Sud- 
denly the thought came into Strong's mind. Ho 
held the girl over a bin and growled : "Swear that 
you won't tell a word of what you know, or down 
you go." 

"I will not swear it," she replied^ bravely. 

"Then over you go," and, opening his arms> he 
dropped the girl down into the darkness. 

Gid was reviving on the floor from the blow: 
iVirgie had given him. ' 

• "Where is she?'^ he asked. 
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; *^Down that hole/^ replied Strong. 

'^Then open the shaft and let the wheat from 
above come down on top of her and she will never 
bother us any mpre.^' 

*^Do it yourself, then/' replied the attorney. 
^*I threw her in ; now you do your part." 

"But I killed the old '' 

"Hush! Have you no sense? I command you 
to draw the lever and let the wheat down." 

"Then watch while I — ^puU it" 

A few grains of wheat tumbled down as the 
great arm moved slowly around. Then it stopped^ 

"The stuff won't run," gasped Gid. 

"Mate it," replied Strong. "There are tons of 
grain up there." 

"I say it won't come down." 

"Then, fool, get out of the way and let me pull 
it." 

As his hand lay on the lever and he was about 
to pull it, Robert Carlisle slipped down the lever 
from the tower with a pistol in each hand. 

"You have used the wrong lever, Mr. Strong,'* 
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cried Robert. 'TTour hand on that one will only 
take your own life. I will not hesitate to flrfe/' 

"And I will not hesitate to take your life to 
save my own reputation and my life.'' 

A struggle b^an, but Strong and Gid had not 
counted upon the coming of the sheriff. Hardy 
had listened to the threats made by the lawyer 
and then appeared^ saying : 

"You might as well give up now, Strong. I 
have heard all. You and this man here are guiliy 
of murder/' 

In a rage, Strong raised his revolver and fired 
at Eobert. But the shot went wide of its mai^,. 
and Gid, wicked as he was, r^^eived the bullet in 
his breast. 

There was nothing more to do but to rescue 
Virgie from the wheat bin, and Robert^ relieved 
of the charge of murder, went back to his dear 
old aunt with a happy heart, for had he not his^ 
sweetheart, Virgie, and Strong was occupying his 
former cell. 

There are only two more circumstances worth 
l^nowing. Zabi turned in the policies he had 
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found and received a reward. Margaret listened 
to his pleading and the two were married imme- 
diately. 

One evening; when the sheriff and his wife 
were sitting at the table^ a knock announced a 
visitor. 

A tally well-formed man came in and shook 
hands with Mr. Hardy. 

"Hardy/' he said, "I'm sorry that I ever took 
np this thing against Dick. I have withdrawn 
the charge of forgery and I want to give Mip a 
place in my bank. I have heard what made him 
forge my name, and 'tis a very queer man who 
would not pardon another when that other 
sinned for the woman he love^.'^ 

While Bobert and his wife were awfty on their 
wedding tour a clipping was sent to them from a 
home paper. In connection with the one which 
told of the suicide of Strong in the prison cell 
was one which told of little Groonie being oper* 
ated upon by a surgeon and that he had recovered 
his right mind. 
\ 'Toor little man/^ sobbed Virgie, in her happi* 
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3.84 WHEN THE WORLD SLEEPS. 

Jieas, ^I always said that Croonie helped me la 
freeing you. And if he can be like other people 
what a bright man he will make.'^ 

*^True, dear," replied Kobert, taking his little 
wife in his arms. "But, while Croonie was daft, 
lie said many a word that was true. For instance^ 
lis favorite expression, which you and I can ver- 
ify, was, that all the dastardly crimes are com* 
mitted when the wobld slbbps." 
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NOVELS 



POyNDED ON POPULAR PLAYS 
:: AND MOVINa PICTURES ;: 



The following list of books are written from the popular 
plays of the same name which are now being presented in 
various parts of the country, and a great many are being 
ehown on the screen in moving picture houses. They are all 
■well printed in large readable type, on good quality of paper. 
Each book is covered with a handsome cover in colors show- 
ing a scene from the play. 

PRICE, 25 CENTS EACH. 



4 A Desperate Chance. 

5 Driven from Home.^ 

7 The Fatal Wedding. 

8 For Her Children's Sake. 
I 11 The Little Church Around 
> the Comer. 

, ft Queen of the White 
■ slcLves 

24 The Two Orphans. 

25 Uncle Tom's Cabin. < 
27 Wedded and Parted. 

29 When Women Love. 

35 A Child of the Slums. 

36 Human Hearts. 

42 From Rags to Riches. 

45 Down by the Sea. 
< 64 The Millionaire Detective 
' 65 Young Buffalo. 

66 King of the Opium Ring. 
I 67 How Hearts Are Broken. 

71 The House of Mystery. 

74 New York by Night 
' 75 When the World Sleeps. 

85 Chinatown Charlie. 
. 46 A Daughter of the South. 
' SI The Gambler of the West 

92 A Millionaire's Revenge. 
! 94 Ruled on the Turf. 
«, 95 Secrets of the Police. 

.96 From Tramp to Million- 
aire. 



98 Kidnapped tor Revenge, v 

101 The Queen of the Cow- 

boys. 

102 A Marked Woman. 

108 A Race Across the Con- 

tinent 

109 The Great Express Rob- 

bery. 

110 Deadwood Dick's Last 

Shot , 

112 Since Nellie Went Away, j 
114 Convict 999. 

118 Billy the Kid. j' 

119 The Boy DetecUvo. [ 
126 On Trial for His LUe. l 
126 Jack Sheppard. the Ban-] 

diit King. \ 

185 The Girl and the Detec- 
tive. 
136 The Devil. 

140 The Convict's Sweetheart 
146 The Queen of the Secret 
Seven. 

148 Young Buffalo in New 

York. 

149 Wanted by the Police. 

154 The White Captive. 

155 Caught in Mid-Ocean. 

164 A Little Girl in a Big City! 

165 The Unmarried Mother. 



The above books are for sale by Newsdealers a^d Boo^ 
.ellers everywhere, or they will be sent ^IJ^J^^^^^^S 
«y address for 25 cents each, or any five books for ?i.w., 
Address all orders to 
X&OffltVBB POBUSHINQ COMPANY, 57 ROSE ST^ NBWYOWCj 
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LEGAL FOINTS FOR 

AUTOMOBILE OWNERS 

By LESLIE CHILDS 

is one of tbe most valuaUe litde t)ooks we have pat out in some 
time. 

Its great strength lies ia the fact that it gives briefly and 
tersely informatioa that every amtooiobile owner should know — 
and must find out at some time in his career, though possibly at 
great expense— regarding his legal rights and more particularly 
his liability under various circumstances. 

The book is written by a well*known lawyer, but primarily for 
ike everyday reader, and not for the law studeiK, all legal Ian* 
guage being excluded, and only footnote references being giveik 
as to authority for statements made. These cov^ the general 
law as applied in all States. 

DO YOU KNOW WlMt Yow Uabaily bs 

When your car is being driven ^ a memiier ol your f amiisr 

or a friend? 

For the acts of your chauffeur? 
When you lend your AUTO and Chauffeur? 
When you lend your AUT O bu t not your Chauffeur? 
When you lend yo«r CHAUFFEUR, but not your AUTO ? 
When you leave your auto on highway unattended? 
When your machine is unlawful]|y used br another? 

DO YOU KNOW 

How to defend arrest for speedmg? 

The law on turning comers, frightening horses, unregis- 
tered automobiles, the rights of pedestrians, tiie liability of 
your garage owner? 

!A1I these points and many more are covered in this book. 
I Experience is a great teacher but it is adso an expensive oa» 
and if this book saves yoa from one little pitfatt it will repay 
you many times. 
, The book contains 28 chapters, sbut 6^x4, cid«h hound. 

Seat posfpaki to any address upon receipt of PRICE, SO GTS. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBUSHING COMPANY 

STRsMSlNet HtwYntk 

k. ... ^ 
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iBHtk, I Have SomethiiigfoTeU Yoii 

LOVE, COURT^IP 
AND MARRIAGI 



5S Lovk.i* 

OOURTJHIR 
MAkRIaCE. 



^« 



0^ 



AWomaaof dieWodd 



, {The hrmt for happiness is universal-— continuing ftObl 
Hie cradle to the grave — and the science of happy living 
Is one well worth study. This book gives a series of plain 
latks by a woman who knows what she 'is talkng about 
She explains how girls may become happy wires, 
and bachelors becx)me happ^ husbands. It contai&s com* 
plete instructions for declaring intentions, accepting vows^ 
and retaining affections^ both before and after marriages 
It also tells plainly how to b^B^in courting; the way to gel 
Over bashfulness; the way to '^brace up and be a man"; 
^ Che way to find the soft spot in a sweetheart^s heart ; hovs) 
'to bring about a proposal; about the wedding day, the 
^Ixide's dress, veil, hat, parasol, bouc^uet, bndeaniaids, tfie 
igroom's ctothes, the best man^ tbe minister, the music;, rioe^ 
'flowers, etc. 

V Added to this is a word-picture oi the curious cos* 
loms of courting and manying in foreign lan^ and an* 
dent times, which makes altogether a book some part ofi 
iVrfiieh is bound to prove of interest to the reader, be ha 
old or young, grave or gay, studious or thoughtless. | 
y Remember, from some one little thing in this book yoit| 

r%y be spared a life of misery. 4 

.The book contains 122 pages, printed in taa^ type aH 
[good paper, and will be sent by mail, postpaid, to acq^ 
itddress, on receipt of Price, ;25o6iita. 

I-' • \ 

JL&OGILVIE PUBUSHING COBIPAi^ 
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LOVE STORIES 

If you like to read fascinating love 
and adventure stories you could 
make no better selection than any of 
the following books written by well- 
known authors. Each book contains 
from 125 to 320 pages, bound in 
handsome illustrated paper covers, 
printed in colors. 

THE SUNSET SERIES 

1 HER LAST THROW The "Duchess** 

Z EVERY-DAY COOK BOOK Miss E. Neil 

13 A WOMAN'S REVENGE Mrs. J; P. Reichard 

.16 THE DREAM OF LOVE Emil Zola 

.23 THE TWO ORPHANS R. D'Ennery 

.24 A MODERN HEBE Miss M. E. Braddon 

i25 IZMA; OR, SUNSHINE AND SHADOW... .M. O. Shields 

^28 WOMAN AGAINST WOMAN Mr«. M. A. Holmes 

€9 WIDDBR DOODLE'S COURTSHIP, "Josiah Allen's Wife'* 
44 HOW TO GET MARRIED, ALTHOUGH A WOMAN. 

-.52 THE LOST HEIRESS Florence Warden 

x68 THREE MEN IN A BOAT..*. Jerome K Jerome 

«72 CAMILLE Alexander Dumas 

s75 FORGING THE FETTERS Mrs. Alexander 

S5 DOWN IN THE WORLD Florence Warden 

«6 THE DUCHESS , "The Duchess'* 

114 THE KREUTZER SONATA Count Leo Tolstoi 

115 A LOVE MATCH Mrs. Alexander 

124 DODO E. F, Benson 

126 THE HAUNTED CHAMBER The "Duchess" 

130 MAID, WIFE OR WIDOW? Mrs. Alexander 

135 HOMESTEAD ON THE HILLSIDE Mary J. Holmes 

147 SAPPHO Alphonse Daudet 

158 DORA DEANE -<.''. Mrs. Mary J. Holmes 

159 MAGGIE MILLER Mrs. Mary J. Holmes 

169 TOUR OF THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS Jules Verne 

The above books are fbr sale by newsdealers and book 
stores everywhere, or they irill be sent by mail postpaid ckd^ 
receipt of FrfeSt 2B costs. 

J. & OGOiVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

9lf Rets Sifsot Nsw Tsis 
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irOVE STORIES 

If 70U like to read fascinating love 
ajid adventure stories you could 
xnake no better selection than any of 
the following books written by well- 
known authors. Each book contains 
from 125 to 320 pages, bound in 
liandsome illustrated paper covers, 
printed in colors. | 

THE SUNSET SERIES 

172 LADY VALWORTH'S DIAMONDS Th^ 'Duchess^' 

178 A MENTAL, STRUGGLE ,The *'Duchess"" 

189 CALLED BACK _Hug!i Conway 

190 AT BAY Mrs. Alexander 

214 TEN NIGHTS IN A BARROOM T, S. Artiiur 

215 MAIWA*S REVENGE H, Rider Haggard; 

216 KING SOLOMON'S MINES ,.H. Rider Haggard 

217 SHE .H. Rider Haggard 

218 BEATON'S BARGAIN Mrs. Alexajider 

221 COUSIN MAUDE Mrs, IVEarj J. Holmes 

222 ROSAMOND. Mrs. Mary J, Holmes 

237 A CRIMSON STAIN .Annie Bradsliaw 

238 A CLOSE CALL ..J, L. Berry 

241 THE UNPARDONABLE SIN Arthur Dudley Vinton 

248 RESURRECTION Count Leo Tolstoi 

, 258 CHARLOTTE TEMPLE Mrs. Rawson 

•269 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN Harriet Beeclier Stowe 

272 HOYLE'S GAMES AND BRIDGE WHIST. . . , Hoyi©- 

320 CRUEL AS THE GRAVE. .. .Mrs. E. D. E. N. South^orth 

321 TRIED FOR HER LIFE.. .Mrs. E* D, E. N. Soutliwortli 

322 ANNA KARENINE Count Leo Tolstoi 

327 THE BRIDE'S FATE Mrs. E. D. E. N, South wortli 

. 338 TWO WOMEN WHO POSED "FaciUs" 

339 A FOOL AND HIS MONEY , • . .Warren Smythe 

^ 349 A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS Marie CoreiU ^ 

/ 350 WELL WON -Mra, Alexander 

TKe above books are for sale by newsdealers and book 
stores everywhere, or they will be sent by mail postpaid oa 
receipt of Fiice» 25 cents, 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 



1 57 Rom Street 
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NOVELS BY 

Charles Ganrice 

The following books are the 
best ever written by the popular 
iauthor Charles Garvice. They 
Tontain from 200 to 250 pages 
each, bound in paper cover hand- 
somely printed in colors. 

CLAIRE. (The Mistress of $:k)urt Regna.) 

ELAINE. 

TOR HER ONLY. (Diana.) 

HER HEART'S DESIRE. (An Innocent Girl.); 

HER RANSOM. (Paid For.); 

LORRIE; or Hollow Gold. 

MY LADY PRIDE. (FlgsSUH 

{THE MARQUIS. 

ONLY ONE LOVE. 

STAUNCH OP HEART. '(Adrian Leroy.y 

PTHE SCULPTOR'S WOOING. (Stella's F<irt»uife.|: 

K WASTED LOVE. (On Love's Altar.J 

fi fiPhe above books are for sale by all newsdealers, &r 
^they Will be seat by mail, postage paid, on receipt «fj 
Price 25 Cents. 

9L S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING OCMIPANY 
«T Rose smssr. i i # « , new ycnhb 
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OUCL 
ENDEAVOB 

in selling books to yov, is to 
have you feel that joxl are 
getting your monej^s wortii.- 

We therefore desire^io ca^ 

your special attention to th^ 

following 

Pour books: in \ 
ONE, 

you are Courting, ^ ^; ; 

you want to Court, op 
you want to be Courted, 

yon shonid obtain at the earliest possible moment) 

HOW TO WOO: WHEN AND WHOM, which gives foH an4 
interesting rol^ for the etiquette of courtship, the time an4 
place for oondncting the same, and some goiod adYiee as to 
the selection of yonr partner for life. 

COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE, which tells how to win the ^ 
favor of the ladies, how to begin and end a coortsEip, and 
how to *' Pbp the Qoestion ;" and also gives fnll information 
in regexd to the invitations, gifts, tishers, bridesmaids, con*; 
duct Of the wedding ceremony, etc., etc. 

THE LOVER'S GUIDE, which gives the flirtations of the hand*^ 
kerchief, para8ol,^love, fan and napkin ; also, the iangnage ot . 
flowers ; now to maa delicioasly ; and a cure for bashmlness^ 

"VHE POPULAR LETTER WRITER, which tells how to writs ! 
bnsiness, sodal, and love lettors, giving nnmezons examples^ 
€tf alL 

)[ This valnable work, containing the four books ab<»y^ 
'mentioiied, is issned in one Tolnme nnder the titiUr| 
HOW TO WOO, and it will be sent to any fddiees^^ 
postpaid, upon receipt of 25 cents in XT. S. 
0temp8 or money. Address all orders to 

J. B. oeiiivxs rvBusHiNa coxpaxt. 
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$1.25 W ORTH FOR 25 CENTS 

(^ OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES 

iCONTAINS INFOBMAllON OF BABE TAI.TJE FOB ALL CLASBBS^ 
IN ALL CONDITIONS OF SOCIBTY. 

Thla book Is a combina* 
tion of six books, each com- 
plete In itself, and which, 
were formerly published at 
25 cents per copy. Fol- 
lowing are the vjtitles of the 
six books contained in S 

OLD SKCBF.TS AND NBW 
DISCO V£BI£S: 

Old Secrets; 

Seer At A fop Farmers; 

Preservinsr Secrets: 

Secrets for t!i: Hoas«» 

wife, and 
. The Secret of Money 
Gettinsr, by P. T. Bar* 
num. 
Thfs Book Tells how to 
make persons at. a dis- 
tance think of you — Something all lovers should know. 

it Tells how yon can charm those you meet and make them love you. 

It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on th»^ 
arm in blood characters, as performed by Foster and all noted 
magicians. 

lit Tells how to maka a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gild 
without a battery; how to make a candle burn all night; how to» 
make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; 
how to banish and prevent mosquitoes from biting; how to mako 
yellow butter in winter; Circassian curling fluid; Sympathetic or 
Secret "Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial Honey; Stammer- 
ing; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flowem^ 
In winter; to make good burning candles from lard. 

■k Tells how to make a horse appear as though he was badly foundered; 
to make a horse temporarily lame; how to make him stand by hi» 
food and not eat it; how to cure a horse from the crib or sucking- 
wind; how to put a young countenance on the horse; how to 
cover up the heaves; how to make him appear as if he had th» 
glanders; how to make a true-pulling horse balk; how to nerver. 
a horse that is lame, etc. These horse secrets are being oontlnu*^ 
ally sold at one dollar each. 

Mt Tells how to make the eggs of Pharo's Serpents, from which, wheA 
lighted, though but the size of a pea. there Issues from it ag. 
coiling, hissing serpent, wonderful In length and similarity to »-. 
genuine sernent. 

It Tells of a simple and Ingenious method for copying any kind of 
drawing or picture. And more wonderful still, how to print 
pictures from the print itself. . 

It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothemf •'Spirit Mysterles,*^^ 
so that any person can astonish an audience, as has been done. 
Also scores of oth^ wonderful things which we have no room 
to mention. • , 

^ OLD SECBETS AND NEW DISCOVEBIES contains over 250 solid 

pages of reading matter. but will 

be mailed to any address Postage stamps 

taken In payment for It the same as cash. Tour money back if book lA 
not as advertised. Address all orders to 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 



p. O^ BOX 767. C. He 8TA. 
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POPULAR NOVELS 
WRITTEN FROM PLAYS. 

We defiira to caII yomr attontlon to the followtng H«t of ooy^Ih written 
from the Populftr Plays, whleh are belEiir pre&ented In yariotsii parts of 
thecountrr. They oontalii about aoo paffss ea<'h. with llJustrftttonf* from 
tie Play, and ar© bo^&d Is handfiome pap^r cover prtoted in lite colore. 

PRiCSr, »5 CETNTH EACH, 

ai A WOREING GIBL B WBONGg, 

56 A OHIUJ OP THE BLOMB, 
30 HUMAN HEARTB. 

37 THE CUHHE DP E>RIKK. 

38 FOR ej8 BROTHER'S OBIME. 
30 THE WAirS' PAiiADIBE, 
iO THE STREET yiNQER. 
41 THE BORCEBEBg, 
43 FROM BAGS TO RICHEB. 

43 AOROSfi THE PACIFia 

44 THE CHILD WIFE. 
4B DOWN I?Y THE SEA. 
46 A PRISONER OP WAR. 
4T LIGHTS OF HOME. 
4fi THE VACANT CHAIR. 
i9 A WIFE*8 SECRET, 
io DANGERS OP WOBEIKO 

GLBXjS. 
Bl BECAUBE gHE LOYED. 

63 MORE TO BE PITIED THAH 
HCORNED. 

6a SHADOWS OP A GREAT CITr, 

64 FAST LIFE IN NEW YORK. 
6G DEBEBTED AT THE ALTAB, 
6fi THE HOLY CITY, 
67 HER MAD MARRIAGEL 
6« ALONE IN THE WORLD, 
fia A ROYAL SLATE. 
m ANOTHEB MAN'S WIFE. 
®^ '^SJV^P^^'ES SIGNS OP A 

«a MY TOM BOY GIRL. 
63 'WAY BACK IN '6L 

*"^^MrYE^^°^^^^^ DB- 
M YOUNG BUFFALO, 

^ ^^^M?,'^<^ OP THE OPnjM 

KING. 

W HOW HEARTS ARE BBOEEN. 
ThA,.K.. . u ^ CUSTER'S LAST HGHT. 

J. 8. OOILTIE FDB1I8H1H« CO.. 67 K«,e StJt, New York. 



1 AFTER MIDNIGHT 

a CORSE PAYTON^S JOKE 
BOOK. 

3 THE CHILD SLAVES OF NEW 

YORK. 

4 A DESPERATE OHANCK 
6 DRIVEN FROM HOME. 

i THE FAriTOliY GIRL 

T THE FATAL WEDDING. 

8 FOR HEH CHILDREN'S SAKE, 

5 FRANCEBCA DA RIMINT. 

10 JOE WELCH THE PEDDLER 
liTHB LITTLE (^HUitCH 

AROUND THE OORtNER 
la A MIDNIGHT MARRIAGE 
l^**A^yHAN^HALE; THE MAR- 

14 "NELL GWTN.^* 

1« NO WEDDING BELLS FOB 
HER^ 

I© ONLY A SHOP GIRL. 
"^^SLAVEfl^^ ^^^ WHITE 

18 RACHEL GOLDSTEIN 

19 ROBERT EMMET. 

30 SKY FARM, 

ai THE SHOW GIRL 
aaTH^E^STORY OP FRANOOI8 

aa TWO LITTLE SAILOR BOYB. 

a* THE TWO ORPHANS* 

as UNCLE TOM'fi CABIN 

ae THE VOLUNTEER ORGANIST 

a7 WEDDED AND PARTED 

^ WEDDED. RUT NO WIFE* 

aa WHEN WOMEN LOVE. 

^ ^ONB ^^' ^^^^ TWENTY- 

31 'WAY DOWN EAST. 
»a A BAGGED HERO 
sa WHY WOMEN SIN 



